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Subſcribers Names. 


4. John Beck, of the Old Bailey 


Ar. Peter Boitard, Engraver” 


Ar. Timothy Bowes 0G 0%} deen 


Lun / 8 * 


Gr THE 


RTHUR Aſqgyll, £/az © Clerkenwell 
Mafter 1 | mY 

Aifs Betſey Allen 

Ar. Adam Anderſon, % Clerkenwell 

Miſs Ruth Arnot, of Ditto | 

Mr. James Aſhley, of London, Brands- Merchant 
Mafter Luftman —— of St, 9 : 


Fotherly Baker, Ei: 
Miſs Suky Baker, in the Cloiſters, Smithfield 
Mr. Thomas Barber, of Poynings, _ | 
Miſs Betſey Barker 
Mr. Battcock, of Old Shoreham, Sufſes 


Ars Anne Belchamber, of Smithfield | 
Maſter Richard Bigland, of Dunſtourn-School, in 
Glouceſterſhire 
Mr. Edward Blaker, of Old Shoreham, Sufſex gs 
Mr. Richard Blanch, of Etloe, Gloucefter ſhire 
Mr. William Blaney, of Bunhill- R- RAV 


Ar. John Boniface, of Seale, Sur 
Maſter John Booth ; 
Maſter Jackey Boſworth 
Maſter Dicky ' Boſworth 


Ar. Boyce, Doctor off. Mick 


ATL1sT of the Subſcribers Names. 


Miſs Bracebrid Thames-Stroet 
AHaſter Braſs ak 


Aſs Elizabeth Bromley, of St. Fames's-Strect 

22 William Bryan 84 F 

. Aſs Elizabeth Buſs | 

C. 

De Rev. Mr. Canham, A. M. Chaplain 10 the 
| Earl of Plymouth 

Ar. Thomas. 1 of Watling-Street, Difliller 

Ar. Paul Chotard, Watchmaker, 8 | 

Maſter Cloſe 

Ar. Benjamin Cole, Engraver 

Aifs Elizabeth Storke Cooper 

Mi, Nancy Cope, of i ata 

Miſi Elizabeth Cotton 

Miſs Coulter | 

Maſter Charles Coxwell, at Wn 

Glouceſterſhire | | 
Maſter Matty Curtis 


Sir John Delange, Xt. | 
_— Sally Ds of Covent- Garden 
_ Henry Watkin Daſhwood 
Elizabeth Daſhwood 
440 Anne Daſhwood 
Mis Catharine Daſnwood 
Ar. Edward Davenhill, of Clerkenwell, 2 
Mi ſs Davies 
 Mafter Edward Delamain 
Ar. Joſeph Dickenſon, of Clerkenwell 
Ar. James Dixon, Black friars ' 
Ar. Edward Dowdle, Clerkenwell, Silverſmi th 
Ar. John Drinkwater, 6 
Ma Aer Neddy Dyſon, of Barthalomew-Cle/e 


Maſter Harry Eliſon - 
Mf. Mary Elliot, of Clerkenwell Mr. 
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ALisr of the Subſcribers Names. 
Mr. William Evans, of the Strand! 


Mr. John Everet, e Shacklewel © 
Miſs Eyres, of Eaſt as near Wi infor 


Miſs Polly Farrant 


Maſter Frederick Fiſher, of Bartlett's Buildings | 
Ar. Francombe, of Blatchington, Gaſſer, mY 


Mafter Thomas Jelbceys French Wo 
Ai Fryer | „ * 
Mis Furzer, of Greemwith 
G. | 
Mrs. Anne Gallaway, Milliner, at cual, 
Gloucgſterſpir 


Mr. Robert Gilpin „ 
Mr. Green, Mafter L. a Buarding-Schovd, 1 at 
Harpington, Kent 4, 


Ar. John Green, of the Stamp-Office 
Aliſs Nancy Grianlly 1 . 


Mr. John Hall, of 2 W 2 | 

Ar. William Harde of Southwick, Suſe 1 

Mr. Nathaniel Harris 

Mr. John Harriſon, of Clerkenwell __ _ 

Ar. Philip Harriſon, of the Clos ers, Smith fel, 
ercer 


Mr. Samuel Harriſon, Tobaconi n 
Miſs Betſey Hart 


4% Molly Hart 1 * 
mw John Ha 2 of — rue: 8 
| s Jenny Healy 


r. William Hicks of Brightelmflone, . 
Mr Je Nanny Higginſon 


9 5 A 
Mrs. Mary Hodgkins 
Maſter Billy Hollingworth, of Pelham, Hertford 
Mifs Molly Hollingworth, of Ditto 
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ALIS of the Subſcribers Names. 


Mis Elizabeth Holden 
Ai Patty Hoſe, of Lombard. Street 
Aiſs Chriſtiana Hoſtage | 
AMafter William Hoppey, of Clerkenwell 
 #4ifs Martha Hoy, of ditto 
A7ifs Mary Hoy, of ditto 
Ar. Hudſon, at Camberwell, Schoolmaſter 
| Maſter Joe Humphreys, Eg Beckingham, Kent 


Thomas Jeffreys, E/; 
Aifs Suky Mann Jackſon, of Smithfield 
Miß James | 
Ar. John Ibbott, ſen. of Dean. free 
M7after John Ibbott, of ditto 
Ar. Richard Jeffreys, Hair-Merchant | 
Aafter Richard Jeffreys 
Mis Mary Jenner 
Mr. George Jenyns, Diſiller 
Aafter Jeremy Piggot Ince, of i befſtone 
Ar. John Innott, of New Shoreham, Suſſex 
5 Joe Ion, of Bunhill-Row _ 

Ar. James Jones, of . Goldſmitb 


Ar. John Keeling, of Clerkenwell, Brewer, 8 
Miß Anne Grove Kieldell, of Tiverton, Devonſhire 
L. 


. Labat 
7. Joſeph Lacy 


2; if Sally Lindley, 6 St. Janes s Place 


Ar. Marchant, F St. l 4 Hatter 

Ar. Richard Marchant, of Edburton, Suſſex 
Ar. Thomas Marchant, of ditto 

Ar. Iſaac Marchant, of ditto 

Mafter Joſ. Martyr, of Greenwich 

Qs Emanuel Maxfield, / Seale, Sufſes Miß 
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«A L1sT of the Subſcribers'Nates, | 


Mil; Molly Meadows 

Ar. Thomas Moore 

Mr. Richard Morris, of the Navy *. | 
Miſs Meirian Morris | | 


Maſter Tommy Naſh, Snow-Hill 

AMijs Anne Nath, of Mitcham, Surry 

Miſs Olive Naſh, of ditto | AK 
Maſter Billy Naſh, of Smithfield 3 
Aiſs Nancy Naſh, of ditto VEL 4 
41:ſs Betſey Naſh, of ditto EEE” 

Maſter Tommy Naſt » of ditto 
Aa/ter Marchant Naſh, of ditto 
Ar. John Nicholſon, 2 
A7iſs Nourſe 


Miſs Anne Ogden ; | 
Mafter Dicky Olney „ Wm 


Aſs Sophia Pack 
Mis Hannah Parkes 


GO. 


Mr. Nathaniel Parr, Engraver 


Ar. John Penſtone, of Turnagain- Lane, 2 

Mis Peꝑgy Piſtor, at Aldgate 

Miſs Molly Planner, of Bartholomew-Cloſe 

Mafter Billy Plowman, of Bl: fworth, Northam: 
tonſhire 

Ar. Robe rt Pope, of St. Sepulchers, Painter 

Mifs Potts 

Maſter Tommy Pratt, of St. Sepulchers 

Ar. John Proflor, of Nicholas-Lane, Lombard. A reet 


. hoy | 
2 An ier Radcliffe, St. Paus Churcb- ord - 


AAaſter Thomas Raikes, of Dunſbourn- chnl, 
Glouceſterſhire 
hy | Mfe 


A Lier of the Subſcribers Names. 


Miſs Elizabeth Rapſon 

Miſs Mary Rapſon 

Mafter Richard Rapſon 

Ar. Ravenet, Engraver 

Ar. William Rayner, 6 

Maſter Edward Reculeſt, 2 | | 
Ar. Thomas Richford, % Lawrence-Lane 
A. William Riley, jun. 

Maſter George Robinſon, of Greenwich 
Mater Joe Ryland 


Francis Salvador, Z/; 

Miſs Elizabeth Sawyer 
AZi/s Polly Schwanberg 
A7;/s Sclater | 

Vi, Nanny Scrimſhire, of Greenwich 

 AMafeer Scullard 3 5 
Ar. Joſeph Selby, of Smithſield 
Ai Serle | RE» 
Ar. John Shepherd, of New Shoreham, Suſſex 
Ar. Joſeph Sheppard, Aldzr/gate-ftreet, Cook 
Miſs Betſey Sherborne, of Gutter Lane 
Ar. John Slade. 
Ar. Thomas Smith, of the Pot Office, 4 + 
Mr. James Smith, of St. Martins Le Grand 1 
MHaſter William Smith | J- 
Ar. Smithiman, Bookſeller, at Braintree, Eſſe 
Mafter Tommy Snagg, of. the Old Bailey 

Ar. Richard Stamford, Mercer, of St, Clements 

Mr. William Stanford, of Clerkenwell 
Ar. Sterling, in Great Tqower-/treet | 
Senne q 
A7a/ter Nujck Storer _ I 
Haſter Daniel Storer | 
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Mr. Thomas Ta ylor, of Queen: ſtreet W 
Maſter Dicky — of Fleet-fireet ” 


Mis Betſey Trafford | 
Ar. Richard Trangmore, of Seale, gli. 
V. 


4 LIST of 2 Subſeribers Names. 


5 
Mr. George Talmaſh, of ck 


Miſs Townley 


Mater Richard Vaughan 3 
Aſs Vaughan 5 Ks 
W. | 
Mafter Jackey Waldron, of Baſinghall- ftrect 1 
Miſs Sally Walk wood | 
Ar. Thomas, Walmeſley, Druggi/t, of Se, Se- 
ulchers 


2 Matty Watſon 


„ 


Maſter Jackey Willem, 77 Spittlefields 
Miſs Williams, of Greville-/treet, Hatton-Garden 


Mr. Thyco Wing 
Mr. John Wirgman, of St. Clements 
Mr. Adam Wright, of 9 | 


A Ma n Yates 


Bw av 


co NTE N T 8. 


PARTS Page 
ISS talking to her Dol _ —— 73 
on her Needle . 


n ber Tbimblse — 17 


CONTENTS. 


Miss and her Pins — — 19 
— working at her Sampler. 20 
— it her net Gown — 22 
— {earning to dance — 24 
— learning to raiſe Paſte — 286 
' nn learning to write — — 28 

and der Parrot © remnnns 20 

m— 0 her Fan 35" and — 3 


— rocking ber Brother or $ 72 i 33 
— viewing berſelf i in her Glaſs — — 35 


— playing with her Ball — 37 
— Playing on her Spinnet — 38 
— en her Noſegay — 40 
4 Hymn of Praiſe — 3 41 
| P A R T A. | 
MasTER's Account of a Puppet-Shew 43 
— playing at Marbles with his Brother 46 
m— whipping his Top 48 
ing bis Kite — 40 
— 4 Birds-nefting — 51 
Playing at Shittlecock — 54 
— a Fiſhing | ——_— _ 55 
— 2 Sliding or Skating —  ﬀ 


— at Cricket 
— at Priſon-bars 


2 PFoot-ball — — 65 


— learning to ſwim — 
—— learning Arithmetick — 


— learning the Languages 
n having” fimſh'd his Exerciſes at School 75 
m— relates his Adventures at a Country Fair 78 
m— viſiting a Friend in a Spunging-Houſe 82 
—— his Reflefions on ſeeing a publick Execution 84 
t— his Reſolittion to wo his Parents 87 

; MasrkR's 


CONTENTS. 


MasTzR' private Thoungbhi:!aoꝛſ/ͥ 
E is Saturday Night” —— dots. 
— his Sunday Meditationnk(ʒ·— 


PA BRAT: : III. 


God's Onmipotence . 9 


wo edges + Ter — * 


The Bible — — 

Meditations in a Church-Yard li- 

The Paſſionate Man:! — 

Nothing new under the Sun X 

Sun. riſing in a Summer's Morning 

— of Vanity, all is Vanity — 
e B 


. — — — 
February © — e 
March — — — 15 
April © r Wer e 
May — — — — 
1 | wrote 
Auguſt bg —__ — 
September.h! - 
November | — 
December — 
The Conjuring n — — 
The Liar — — — 
_ Swearer © | — 
ane — — 
23 — 3 
The Old Bawd's Lure; or, a Cautian to Maiden | 
The Folly Topers _ 
Content — —— 
Diligence —— — 


Hdleneſs — 


CON TE N TS. 
De Tatler 1 ——— 


| + vans — * — 
eph and. iftre | 
. and Goliah * — — 
An E 1 or n Song 


Bs 


—— 5 — tz — — 


A Lis i Torn 5 70 l moſt of the 
SoNGs in this Collection may be Hung. 


P A R KI, So NG 

F. Mort of happy Natur. 
La Matters of State 
A Laſs that was laden with Care. 
Tf to Love or good Wine ——— 
At. Polworth on the Green 
Jt was the charming Month of May 
Genteel in Per ſanage 
Thou riſing Sun, whoſe — 1 
Cruel Creature, can you leave me. —— 
Good People draw near — 
Poor Amyntor, /igh no more — 
ben Fanny blooming fair — 
== not my Dear — 
4 Mufick be the Voice of Love 

e ary, my Celia, when Celadon ſues 


F 


What the J be à Cobler's Wife — 
Bath Minuet © 
From White's and Will's — 
Come hither pretty Laſs tt 


SAFS TSO GANG 


"Ah 7 Chloris could I now but fit — 
A Laſs that was laden with Care 


SR 


J | A. L1sST of Tuxzs. 


| There was 4 jouial Beggar 515: ft 
As late, while Slumbers did enfold 2; het 0 
Since Phillis. denies me Relief — 95 
Chloe is hanajame,. briſk and gay 10 
: Came, fair one, be kind 11 
3 From ver the Park and Meadows — 12 
5 In vain, dear Chloe, you. ſuggeſt — 13 
f By the Side of a glimm' ring Fire 14, 15 
N Packington's Pound — Q 16 
f Let's be jovial, fill your Glaſſes —— 17 
g Deſpairing beſide. a. clear Stream — 18 
; Had I the World. at my Command 19 
Happy Hours all Hours excelling — 20 
f PAR. T Mk 
Hoi bleſs d has my Time been, what Des 
| have I ſeen 3 
Love's an idle childiſh Paſfi on — 4 
Which Nobody can deny | 5 
On the Tay's verdant Bank, a fair Maid lay 
recliu d 6 
* ſing you a Song that was never in Print jj 
Buſy, curious, thirſty Fly "M0 
 Flocks are ſporting — — 9 
Cold and raw the North did blew 10 
Homan, thoughtleſs, giddy Creature 11 
Flora, Goddeſs ſweetly blooming — 12 
Faireſt Pride of Virgin Bloom — I3 
Philliday, that lou'd to dream — 14 
A Laſs there lives under the Green 15 
Celimena, of my Heart 16 
Cold and raw the North did blow 17 
To you fair Ladies now at Land 18 


If I live to grow old, as a find I go down 19 
Diogenes 


A L1sT of Toxzs. 


Diogenes ſurly and proud 

The Candidate begging for Vote. 21 

At the filent Ev'ning Hour 142 

Let Matters of State 24 

Behold the fuweet Flowers around = a 95 

From beneath à cool Shade, by the Side of a 
Stream ————_ _ 26 


A Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a Stall 27 
Ye Shepherds and Nymphs that adorn the 

| gay Plains — _ 2, J} 
One Moon-fhiny Night — 29 
The ſolitary Bird of Night 5 
Ariſe ſibeet Meſſenger of Morn — 32 
Had 1 the World at my Command 34 


N. B. The Reader will obſerve, that no Tunes 
are affign'd to thoſe Songs which are ſa- 
cred to Religion and Piety; for I held 
it neither decent nor congruous to give 
light or jocular Airs to Compoſures of ſo 
ſerious and devotional a Nature; yet theſe. 
may be adapted to ſolemn Tunes by thoſe 
who are acquainted with P/almody. I be- 
lieve there are two or three more, of the 
lighter Sort, which have no Tunes allot- 
ted them; ſuch I ſhall be obliged to any 

| Maſter of Muſick to tune to ſuch Airs 
as may be beſt ſuited to the Nature of 
the Verſe and Subject of the Song. 


ADDRESS 


TO THE 
Maſters and Governeſſes 
op 8 
 BoaRDING SCHOOLS, 


And Others concern'd in the 
EDUCATION of YourTn.. 


My Worthy Friends, 

FADUCATION is an Affair of 
Wl ſuch Importance, as well to 
the Publick in general as to 
the future Welfare of Children 


themſelves, to the preſent as well as to 
| | a i the 


—-- 


— * — a> © 


i 1 
the ſucceeding Generation, that the utmoſt 
Care ſhould be taken to form their Young 
Minds after the beſt Models of Religion 
and Virtue. Ill Habits are eaſily acquir- 
ed, but hard, very hard to be broken; 
and the Human Nature is of itſelf ſo prone 
to the ſenſual Part, ſo apt to be corrupt- 
ed with the Flatteries of Vice, and fo re- 
luctant to receive any good Impreſſions, 
that nothing leſs than your ſtricteſt Vi- 
gilance and moſt cit cumſpective Prudence 
is neceſſary to guard againſt the One, and 
inſtil the Other. To You is committed 
this great and momentous Truſt, and it 
will require the Exertion of your beſt 
Abilities to acquit yourſelves well of your 
Duty. The Eye of Heaven is upon you; 
for on You, in a great Meaſure, depends 
the Continuance of Religion, and the 
Fear of God among us. On You are 
fixed the Hopes of Parents and Guar- | 
dians; ſince from You they expect their 
Children returned to them, improv'd with 
ſuch Rudiments, as will make them the 
Delight of their F riends, a Happineſs to 


themſelves, and an Ornament to their 
| Coun- 


ſ tit 
Country. In You the preſent Age places 
its Hopes and Confidence of ſeeing the 
Honour of the Nation ſecured and pro- 
_ vided for by your unwearied Induſtry in 
cultivating and improving the Minds of 
thoſe who are to fill the Stage, when the 
preſent Actors have finiſh'd their Parts 
and retired ; and Poſterity will gratefully 
acknowledge the invaluable Bleflings tranſ- 
mitted to them thro* your Means, or load. 
your Memories with Execrations in caſe 
of Failure. What nobler Encouragement, 
What more honourable Rewards, what more 
glorious Incitements can there | poſſibly be 
propoſed, to ſpirit your Activity in the 
faithful Diſcharge of your difficult and 
important Truſt? I call it difficult and 
important; for ſo it certainly is, whether 
we regard the Nature or End of it. 


As to the Firſt; I know very well you 
have a Variety of Tempers to deal with, 
and many ſtubborn, fantaſtical and per- 
verſe Humours to break or bend, which 
will often put your Patience upon the 
Stretch. Neither do your Difficulties pro- 

a 2 | ceed © 


Liv] 
ceed from this Source only; you have like- 
wiſe the whimſical Tempers of ſome fond 
or too opinionated Parents to combate. 
One perhaps will not ſuffer his Child to 
be croſs'd or contradicted in any of his 
wayward Humours, which he has been too 
much indulg'd in at Home, becauſe, for- 
ſooth, it will cow and damp the Spright- 
lineſs of bis Parts, and becloud the Bril- 
liancy of his Wit. Another will have his 
Son initiated in ſuch or ſuch particular 
Branches of Learning, not once reflecting 
whether the Genius of the Lad is turn'd 
for ſuch Studies, or capable of ſuch Im- 
provements; for, if it be not, you may 
as well expect a plentiful Harveſt from 
Seed ſown upon a Rock, as any good 
Fruits to grow in a Soil ſo uncapable of 
being benefitted by the moſt painful Cul- 
ture. Others expect to receive their Chil- 
dren from you enrich'd with all thoſe Em- 
belliſhments with which the happieſt Ge- 
nius's under your Tuition are illuſtrated, 
without conſidering the vaſt Diſparity be- 
_ tween the natural Capacities of the one and 
the other. N 
Theſe 


189 

Theſe are ſome of the Difficulties, which 
J am ſenſible occur in the Execution of 
that laborious Office you have undertaken, 
and which will require a more than ordi- 
nary Share of Equanimity, Prudence and 
— to combate and ſurmount. 


In the next Place, let us view the Truſt 
repoſed in you with regard to the End of 
it. But as I have already mentioned ſome 
of thoſe Things, which will neceſſarily be 
the moſt happy or fatal Conſequences of 
the faithful or negligent Diſcharge of the 
Duty incumbent on you, I ſhall only adds 
that Providence has plac'd you in a Si- 
tuation, wherein it has given you a glo- 
rious Opportunity of enlightening and en- 
riching, if I may ſo ſay, that facred Par- 
ticle of the Divine Being, the Soul, in its 
early Implantation in the Body, of dire&- 
ing its young and growing Ideas, and of 
enlarging and filling the Mind with Maxims 
and Principles that will exalt the Human 
Nature to its primitive Dignity, and car- 
ry its Approaches, as far as it is capable of, 
to | that of the — unn it is great- 

| | ly 


E11 
ly in your Power to accompliſh, by teach- 
ing your young Pupils the Government of 
their Paſſions; convincing them of their 
little Follies by gentle Means; by reaſon- 
ing them out of their wayward croſs Hu- 
mours; by pointing out the ſad Effects of 
vicious Practices in others; by encourag- 
ing every Appearance of a virtuous Incli- 
nation; by ſtimulating them with an Emu- 
lation of good Examples, and by habituat- 
ing them to a right and rational Way of 
thinking and acting on all Occaſions. But 
I forget that I am talking to Thoſe who 
undoubtedly know, much better than my- 
ſelf, the Nature, Importance, and Digni- 
ty of their Office. But you will excuſe 
my Impertinefice, and impute it to the 
Exceſs of my Zeal for the Glory of the 
riſing Generation, and to my Regard for 
your Honour, leſt you ſhould in any 
Thing fall ſhort of thoſe great Ends and 
Purpoſes for which you are fo worthily 


_—_—_ 
v7 4 
'To aſſiſt you in your kendable Endea- 


vours to imprint on the Minds of the 
Youth 


” 


„ 
[wm] 
Youth under your Care, the moſt early 
Regard for Religion and Virtue, and _ 
their common Exerciſes and Diverſions | 
be made the happy Means of contributing g 
thereto, I have compoſed, and here pre- 
ſent you with, this little Manual of Songs; 
the Deſign of which is fo fully explain'd 
in the Prefate, © that it is needleſs to add 

any. Thing here on that Head. I ſhall 
therefore only add my Requeſt, that if 
upon an - attentive Peruſal of them your- 


ſelves, you ſhould approve the Plan, and 


the Manner of treating the Subjects, that 
you will honour them with a Recommen- 
dation to your Pupils, both as an Amuſe- 
ment in the Intervals of their more ſerious 
Studies, and as containing ſome uſeful Leſ- 
ſons for their Improvement in Piety and 
Virtue. 


That the Almighty may proſper your 
Labours for the Increaſe of his Glory, for 
the Good of Society, for the preſent and 
future Happineſs of our Youth, for the 
Comfort and Satisfaction of Parents, Guar- 
dians and Friends, for the Honour of the 
Nation, 


i 
Nation, for accumulating Bleflings on the 
preſent Age, and for tranſmitting them to 


the ſucceeding, is the earneſt Prayer of, 


My Wurthy Friends, 
Your hearty Nell Miſber, 


and moſt humble Servant, 


John Marchant. 


HE Mind W a ; Child 5 ts 2 apth 
compared to a Sheet of white Paper, 
en which we aurite what we pleaſe, 
and which is not to be eraſed, hows- 
ever incorrect the Writing may be, 
widow ſcarring the Paper, or leaving ſome little 
Obliterations behind. Thus it is in reſpect to the 
Ideas and Conceptions in young Minds; if a wrong 
Turn or Biaſs is given to them at firſt, it will re- 
guire an infinite deal of Pains and Trouble to ſet 
__ right, and preſerve them from an erroneous 
Growth. ; nor is it ſcarce poſſible to be done with 


out leaving ſome Signatures of the firſt Impreſs. 
ſion. It is therefore of the utmoſt Importance to 


"the future Happineſs of a Child, that the firſt 
Notions inſtilled into its tender Mind, be ſuch as 
bel. _ A are 
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C 
are moſt conſonant to Reaſon, Truth and Virtue, 
becauſe on the early Formation of ſuch Principles, or 
of ſuch as are of a quite oppoſite Tendency, in the 
Mind, depends the Felicity or Miſery of its ad- 
vancing Life : This, I apprehend, is ſo univerſally 

. allowed, that it's needleſs to produce Arguments ta 
prove it. It follows then, that no Means ſhould be 
left untried to fix the Rudiments of Virtue early in 
the Mind. It is Virtue, or, which is the ſame Thing, 
Morality, in Conjunction with Religion, that em- 
bellifh the Mind with the brigbteſi Beauties and 
moſt ſhining B xcellencies ; it is this only can render 
a Man amiable in the Failure of all external En- 
dowments, and *tis this alone will make him happy 
in a Deprivation of all terreftrial Comforts. The 
moral Philoſophers have expatiated very largely on 
this Topick; and I would not repeat what the 
Reader may find, much better handled than I am 

. able to do, in any of their n 3 to which there- 


fore TI ſhall wer him. 


With regard to the Method of conveying Inſtruc- 
tion into young Minds by a jocular Song, improved 
with a Moral, which I have endeauoured in the 
following Compoſitions, it was never, that 1. know 
of, attempted before, except ly the late Dr. Watts, 
who fir/t propoſed and recommended the Scheme, and 
wrote Ave or ſix. Songs, as a Specimen of what might 
be done in the fame IHay; and from him I freely 
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But the Name or Reputation of an Author, haw 
well ſoever it is eſtabliſhed, is not alone a ſufficient 
Recommendation of a Scheme, unleſs ſuch Scheme 
_ will bear the Teſt of Reaſon and Probability; this, 
however, is the Plan I have purſued, and that 
it is preferable to all others that have been hither- 
to practiſed, ] hope to make appear in the Se- 


quel. 


One, and I think the principal Method of in- 
ftrutting and improving the Minds and Morals of 
Children, has been by Fables with Morals annexed 
to them. This has been praftiſed ever ſince the 
Days of Aſop, who lived, as Hiftorians inform 
us, in the Time of Croeſus, and Piſiſtratus the Ty- 
rant of Greece, which was 560 Years before the 
Birth of aur Saviour. A Practice, ſtrengthened 
by ſuch a Length of Time, and never, I believe, 
cenſured or diſcountenanced: by the Learned of any 
Age or Country, will not be eaſily brought into 
Diſcredit, eſpecially by ſuch a little obſcure Writer 
as myſelf. However, I will venture to affirm, 
though perhaps 1 may be ſingular in my Opinion, that 
Fable is not a rational Method of inſtructing Youth, 
Thus it is; two or three Beaſts, Birds, or inani- 
mate. Beings, are brought in talking and reaſoning 
together upon ſome Exploit or Enterprize they are 
going to undertake, or about ſome Tranſad&ion or 
Event that has or may happen to themſelves or 
ethers of their Kind. The Lad wha reads the Fable, 

A 2 (which 


[iv ] 
twhich many more de than the Moral at the 
End of. it) it may be is pleaſed with the odd Hu- 
"mours and Circumſtances of the. Colloquiſts, yet he 
muſt know that the Whole is a palpable Falſhoed, 
end a mere Fiction, which abates much of the 
"Pleaſure of reading the Story ; ; or, if toe could fup- 


foſe it poſſeble that he can believe it ta be true, be 
muſt at the ſame Time believe that Brutes are en- 
ducd with Reaſon and Underſtanding, which is to 
poſſeſs a young Mind with a falſe Notion, that 
Brutes are on a Level with the human Species. But 
Suppoſe ofe the Youth goes on to the Moral, compares 
it with- the Fable, ſees the Analogy between them, | 
and receives the Infiruftion intended by it, which os 
granting all that can be ſaid for it; yet even this is 
to teach Children Truth and Morality by. direct 
Falſhood, or the higheſt Improbabilities; which, - 
bit hi Submiſſion, is a very weak Foundation for the 
"Eftabliſhment of Truth in young Minds. It's be- 
ginning at the wrong End; for, inſtead of dif- 
perſing the Miſis of Falſhood and Error by 
the Light of Truth, we endeavour to confirm Truth 
by the Light of Falſhood, . if I may be allowed _ 
Expreſſ on. 


But farther; by encouraging Children in the 
reading of Fables and improbable Stories, they 
will entertain a very mean Idea of Truth itſelf, and 
<vill be apt to take Delight in Lies for the ſake of 
the Mirth or Humour they may afford; which. is, 


to — down the Fences. and blow up the very Foun- 
dations 


| . 1 | 

dations of Morality, and conſequently to deftroy the 

; very Exiſtence of Virtue ; and when a Reverence for 

Virtue and moral Principles is loſt, we may eon 
bid adieu to all Order and Decor um as well in civil 6 


as ſocial N. 


: eee, a I We. 


IV:ll then, ſays my Reader, ſince you won't allow 
Fables, though with Morals annexed to them, proper 
Entertainments for Children, what will you ſubjti- 
tute in the Room of them ? Children muſt have. 
Something to amuſe and divert them in their Read- 

ing, whereby they may be tempted to look often in 
their Book, and led gently on to the Knowledge of 
Letters and the Love of Learning. This is granted, 
and I am perſuaded that if the Plan I have here 
purſued, be executed by ſome mare maſterly Hand, it 

® will anſwer all the Purpoſes of Fable, without Any 
of its Inconventencies. - For by this Means we may 
make their daily Diverſions and E mployments the 
agreeable Monitor of their ſeveral Duties in their 
reſpective Stations. To which End I have compoſed 
every Song in as pleaſant and humoraus a Stile as 
I could; and perhaps it has coſt me ſame Pains, not 
to make them tos poetical, or of a Caſt too high for 

the Underſtandings of my little Pupils ; and every 
Song is concluded with ſome religious, moral, or 
uſeful Leſjan, fit fer their Knowledge and Practice; 
nor is there a Song in the whole Callection, but what 
may be ſung to ſome Air or Tune well known and in 

common Le. 8 f k 
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But it may be objected, how ſhould Children 2 
| young be acquainted with Tunes, or know how to 
ing a Song © But don't daily Experience ſhew us, 
that Children are taught to fing almoſt as ſoon as 
they can ſpeak ? And too often we ſee the worſt 
und of Compoſitions put into their Mouths; and 
no ſooner can they read, but they are furniſhed with 
the moſt filthy Ribaldry, which they are inſtructed 
to con and get by Heart, and when they can ſing it 
to ſome ordinary Tune, they are made to thrill it 
with their little Voices in every Company where . 
they are introduced, to the no ſmall Satisfaction 
and Entertainment of the Audience ; but, I may truly 
fay, to the Scandal of Religion and good Manners, 
and the Encouragement of Vice, Immorality and 
* ee Inſtead of which, if the Parents, 
1d Directors of the Education of Youth, would _ 
encourage them to ſing one or other of theſe Songs, 
er of the ſame Kind, Children, I am perſuaded, 
tou be delighted with the Humour of them, be- 
cauſe adapted to their n Way of thinking, and to 
the Occurrences that happen within their cton little 
" Sphere of Action; and certainly it muſt be a much 
more agreeable Amuſement to the Friends of a Child, 
to hear it divert itſelf with one of theſe Songs, 
which cannot offend the niceſt and moſt madeſt Ear, 
than to hear it ſing thoſe looſe Sonnets and Catches, 
swhich tend only to corrupt their Minds, and fix in 
them ſuch Impreſſions, as they 3 or ever wear off 
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Son is at leaft of as great Antiquity as Poetry 
itſelf, and, I have good Reaſons to believe, was the 
Original of it. Among the antient Pagans it was 
uſed in the celebrating the noble Exploits of their He- 
roes and Patriots. For Inflance, Homer's Iliads, 
it's ſaid, were a Number of Ballads compos'd by the 
Poet, and ſung by himſelf, to commemorate the he- 
roic Actions of his Countrymen at the Siege of Troy. 
Pindar's lofty Odes were Panegyricks on the Comba- 
tants at the Olympic Games, and doubtleſs theſe Odes 
were ſet to grand and ſolemn Muſick, and ſung at 
their Theatres on the moſt publick Occaſions. But 
tho” this was the principal Application of Song among 
the antient Greeks, yet it muſi be confeſs'd, that 
the Poets, even of thoſe Times, made quite another 
Uſe of it. Thus the gay Anacreon ſings his own 
drunken Frolicks, and Sappho her Amours. Ho- 
race's Lyric Odes were ſo many Songs ſet to Muſick, 
as the Word Lyra, a Harp, intimates, and 1 
imagine, ſung by himſelf among his javial Compa- 
nions. Theſe Odes are juſtly admired for the Purity 
of thetr Language, the Neatneſs of Expreſſion, and 
the eaſy Elegance that runs thra' them all. Thoſe of 
the moral Kind are wrote in the true Spirit of Poe= 
try, and place Virtue in the moſt amiable Light, and 
I doubt not were ſung by the Youth of Rome with 


as much Pleaſure as thoſe of a mare amorous Turn 


This 1s indeed the moſt rational Uſe of Song, and if 
it could be brought into common Practice among us, 
it might be attended with the mot happy Conſequences. 

LE What 
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What 1 have here attempted is with this View, 
Whatever the Succeſs may be. | e. 


The Uſe of Song in Scripture, is to celebrate the 
Praiſes of the Almighty, either in general, for his 
glorious Warks of Creation and Providence, or in 
particular, for ſome eminent Mercy or Deliverance 
received by a People, a Prince, or a private Perſon. 
Of the fir/t Kind are many of the Pſalms, and e the 
latter, thoſe of Moſes and Deborah, David and 
others: All which were ſet to Muſick, and ſung, 
the Pſalms eſpecially, as well by the whole Aſſembly 
in the Temple, as in private Families, and the ſame 
Uſe of them is tontinued to this Day. The Canticles, 
or * of Solomon, are of the paſtoral Kind, aud 
intended to delight the Ear with the Myſteries of Re- 
 ligion, and the mutual Loves between Chriſt and his 
Church. In the New Teſtament are ſeveral Di- 
vine Hymns; as that of Elizabeth, that of Mary, 
that of Zacharias, that of the Angels at publiſhing 
the News of the Birth of a Saviour, and that of Si- 
meon at the Preſentation of Chriſt in the Temple ; 
which were inſtantaneous Productions, uttered from 
a ſudden Motion of the Mind, on the great and ſo- 
lemn Occaſtan wvich ſurpriz'd them at that Inflant ; 
and therefore cannot properly be ranked with Odes, or 
Hymns reduced to Meaſure, in order to be ſung th 
common Tunes, 


Thus 7 "O08 given a rar ent View of the Uſe of 
Song 


+3044 

Sang among the antient Heathen, and -urſoril 

| ſhewn the Nature and Application of it among the 
Iſraelites, who had the Light of the true Religion 
to illuminate their Minds in compoſing their ſacred 
Hymns. The Former afford many Inſtances of aſ- 
ſigning Song to its proper Province, that is, of ce- 
lebrating the brave and glorious Actions perform'd by 
Patriots in the Service or Deliverance of their Coun- 
try. By the Latter, Men's Devotion was warm 4 
and excited in the Eaerciſe of religious Duties, and 
the Mouth furniſh'd with Expreſſions Juted to the 
Defires of the Heart of praiſing God in the moſt ac- 
ceptable Manner. 


But ſuppoſe we ſhould take a View of the Songs 
moſt in Vogue, and conſequently thoſe which are moſt 
in Taſte, among the Moderns. To which Purpeſe 
it will be neceſſary to run over the numerous Compi- 
lations that have been publiſp'd of this Kind; which 
whoever does, I believe will find, that ta one that 
has been wrote in a moral Strain, to promate Virtue, 
or panegyrize the Poſſeſſors of it far exerting their 
uſeful and happy Endowments either in the Service 
of their Country, or in private Life, you will meet 
with 500 offering Incenſe on the Altars of Venus cr 
Bacchus, and the fineſt Flowers of Poetry jrofti- 
zuted to adorn and embelliſh the Character of ſome 
notorious Harlot, er to enliven the Carouſes and in- 
creaſe the Debauch of a drunken Club, N. ither. is 
this the wor/t Part of the Evil; for wwe ſhall find 
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great Numbers, I had almaſt ſaid the major Part of 
them, larded with ſuch groſs Impieties, ſuch obſcene 
Deſeriptions, ſuch immoral Suggeſtions, as are not 
fit for the Ear, I won't ſay of a Chriſtian, but 
fuch as a moral Heathen would have declaimed againff 
with the utmoſt Vehemence. It's true, there are 
many Subjects of Humour, Satire, &c. which 
come within the Compaſs of Song, which may very 
innocently be introduc d for the Diverſion and Amuſe- 
ment of a well-bred Aſſembly met together with a 
merry Diſpoſition : But when they exceed the Bounds 
of Decorum and good Manners, or break in upon 
Religion or Morality, they ought to be diſcountenanc d 
by the general Diſapprobation of the Company, and 
the Singers ſharply rebuk*d for their prophane and in- 
decent Liberties. 


I foreſee it will be objefted, that the Subjects of 
many of theſe Songs are ſo trifling and inſignificant, 
that, inſtead of meriting the Regard and Encourage- 
ment of the Publick, they will only ſerve to expoſe 
the Author to the Cenſure and Ridicule of Men of 
Learning and Genius. But, let it be conſider d, 
that theſe Songs were not compos d for the Enter- 
tainment of thoſe who have already furniſhed them- 
ſelves with all Kinds of Knowledge, and made large 

Advances in every Branch of Learning; ſuch as can 
make what Improvements they pleaſe on every Object 
or Occurrence they meet with, and have no Occaſion 
for ſuch little Helps as theſe either to mend their 
Morals or increaſe their Knowledge : No, they are 
defign'd 


[ xi ] 


defig'd for the Inſtruction and muſement of Chile 
dren, before they have acquired any great Attains 
ments in Letters; for ſuch who have as yet but few 
Ideas of Things, but yet for ſuch whoſe Minds are 
capable of taking Impreſſions almoſt of any Kind; 
and if the Principles of Virtue and Goodneſs can be 
implanted in them ſo early as they are capable of 
knowing any Thing, and that by fo eafy and pleaſant 
a Method as learning a Song, ſurely it is worth the 
Pains of Parents, who have a real Concern for the 
-_ future Welfare of their little innocent "Offspring, 
to improve their Minds in the moft advantageous 
Manner they can, and to be careful that they im- 
bibe only ſuch Principles as will render them pleaſing 
to God, beneficent to their Neighbour, uſeful Mem- 
bers of Society, loyal to their King, and happy in 
themſelves. Theſe, and fuch-like, are the Leſſons 
inculcated by theſe little Compoſures, and as ſuch, 
may be recommended to Parents and Guardians, _ 
the Maſters and Miftreſſes of Schools, as fit to be 
put into the Hands of the Little Ones under their re- 
ſpeftive Charges, yet rather as Recreations to divert 
their young Pupils, than as Taſks of CI to ” 
impoſed with Rigour, 


Another good Uſe that may be made of theſe little 
muſica! Odes is, to inſtruct Children in a right Pro- 

nunciation in reading Books, eſpecially thaſe of Poe 
try; to which End, let one who is a proper Fudge, 
read to them a Song once, twice, or oftner, with the | 
A 6 Accent 


7 Lug | 
Accent peculiar to the Nature of the Verſe, and then 
make his little Pupil rehearſe it after him in the 


fame Tone and Accent, and when he miſtakes, cor- 
rect his Error, obliging him to repeat it again, till 


Be is perfect in the Pronunciation. This will be a 
good Induction to his learning the Idioms and Pro- 


prieties of his Mother Tongue, will give him a large 


Compaſs of Words in the Expreſſion of his Thoughts, 
and bring him familiarly acquainted with the pecu- 

liar Excellencies of the Engliſh Language; which 
may be of more Service to him in the future Courſe of 


his Life, than a ſeven Years ur in learning 


Greek and Latin. 


Upon the bes ' as this; 15 Na as before hinted ) the | 


firſt Attempt of the Kind, I hope the Criticks will 
not be too ſevere in their Cenſures of it; but if they 
muſt needs take it to pieces, I only deſire that they 
will be ſa good-natur d as candidly to point out the 


Errors I have committed, and fhew me wherein 1 


bave fail'd in Language or Expreſſion, in Humour 


or Deſcription, or come ſhort of the Deſign propos dd, 
which I ſhall take as a Favour, and thank them for 


their Trouble. But if they attack me with any other 
Diſpoſition, I ſhall take Refuge in the Candour of 
the Ingenuous and Impartial, who will at leaſt. give 
me fair Play, and perhaps encourage a Deſign which 
carries ſa good a Face with it, and manifeſily tends 


to promote Religion and Virtue in the yaungeft Part 
ff my Fellow Creatures. 


PART 
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M ISS talking 2 ter Dit! 


Weetly ande pretty Creature. 
Thou haſt Eyes as black as . * 2 
Beautiful is ev'ry Feature, 
And thy Cheeks like any Roſe. 


Kiſs me then, my little Baby, 
Let me hug thee in my Arms; 
Thou art fine as any Lady, ß. 
Aye, thou art all over Charme. 


-» 
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Could that ſimp'ring Mouth but prattle, 
Coud'ſt thou ſing a merry Song; 
Could I hear thy Tittle-tattle, 
Or ſet free that *priſon'd Tongue; 


How ſhould I then be delighted? 
How I'd mix my Talk with thine ? 
We as one would. be united, 
And in all our Pleaſures join. 


But alas! thou haſt no Motion, 
EKnoweſt neither Harm nor Good; 
Beauty is thy only Po'tion, 

A mere painted Piece of Wood. 


Thou haſt Eyes as bright as mine are, 
Lips like any Coral red; 

Thou haſt Hands and Fingers finer, | 
Yet by them thou art not fed. 


Fairer than the charming Lily, 
Is thy ſnowy, ſwelling Breaſt ; 
But thou art ſo very filly 
Not to know who loves thee beſt, - 


Legs thou haſt, and tho? they're jointed, 
Yet one Step thou can't not walk; 

Head to thee there is appointed, 

Vet thou canſt not think or talk. 


[15 ] 


Such another Thing ſhould I be, 
Was I in my Coffin laid, 

With a winding Shroud to hide me, 
Tho' they call me pretty Maid. 


Shou'd Death ſeize me on the ſudden, 

And cut ſhort my tender Years; 
Should it nip my Beauty budding, 

Yet, methinks, I have no Fears. 


Once I heard my Papa reading, 

(I remember well the Word) 
. Jesvs for young Infants pleading ; 
J am one, my gracious Lord. 


If my Life is longer ſtretched, 

The more Sins I ſhall commit; 
Shall, perhaps, be poor and wretched, 
And be leſs for Heayen fit, - 


pierhiorrrpeets 
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 Miss of hoy Needle. 


Pius Needle how bright ! 
How flender, how flight! 
fa piercing the Linen how nimble! 
My Touch it obeys, 
Nor ſlackens its Pace, 


So long as I puſh with my Thimble, 


Spb 


By 
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By a Hole in its Head 


It drags a long Thread, 
As faſt as my Fingers can lead it; 
It plies. at my Will, 
And never lies ftill X 
Whene'er tis my Pleaſure to ſpeed it. 


But wherefore do I 
My Needle ſo ply, | 
And teach it ſo many new Paces ? 
It is, as they ſay, 
To learn me the Way 


To ow me like other fine Laſſes. 


T 0 give me a 3 
My Linen and Lace 
I'm curious to make in the Faſhion ; 
Or flower'd or plain, 
I grudge at no Pain; 
1 or what, but for TREES to gaze on? 


Such Ce do I take 
That nothing J lack, 
To deck myſelf is my whole Study; 
No Time I can find 
To embelliſn my Mind, 
Which wants it much more than my Body. 


Sure ſomething is due, | 
My Parents, to you, % 
* Much 


1171 
Much more to my Father in Heaven, 128 59 
His Praiſes, ſhould | be - 1 i vid 
A Subject. for me, on: 2:4 '« 
To whom all good Things he bas given. 


My Saviour on. Earth, 
Tho” royal in Birth, A | 
No Faſhions or Dreſs ever minded; 3 
His Father's high Will 2 
Still bent to fulfil, 
To that he was only reſigned. 
My Body ſhall ſhare | | 
No more all my Care e ESD LS 
To dress it with: Ribbons and Laces ; SAO C155 25-47 > 8 
| Forbid it good Lord! | p 
Pl come to thy. Ward,:..... .. ... .::...* .,1* 
O furniſh * Soul with * Graces ! B 
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Miss on her Thimble. 5 


2 


* Thimble- s a Bauble they ſay, 


1 But yet it's no Bauble, to me; 
The- Uſe of it is not to play, 
But helps me to work, as you ſee. . 


ponies r ² A . gy ee — 
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Without it the Needle would hurt 
My Finger ſo tender and ſmall ; 


The Blood thro' the Skin would ſoon ſpurt, . 
And I ſhould do nothing at all. 


It helps me to quicken my Work, 

- My Needle I uſe with more Eaſe ; 
Methinks I do all with a Jerk, 
And whiſk it about as I ay 


The Stitches, how faſt do they join? 
How nimbly I work up a Seam; 
My Thimble and Needle combine 
To help me along with my Hem. 


My Needle can nothing avail 

Without my good Thimble to guide, 
2 Both Needle and Thimble would fail 

＋ Diligence be not apply d. 


1 hus none can to Goodneſs attain 
14 Who practiſe no Means to come to it; 
A Victory none ever gain, | 
Unleſs they with Vigour purſue it, 


TDLiis Induſtry only can claim 

In heavenly Bleſſings a Share; 

E The Idle have nothing but Shame, 

And Reproaches ſtill _ d -in their Ear. 


[19] 
If Diligence then does fo pleaſe 
My Father Almighty above, 
And the Favour of Friends will increaſe, | 
I will ſtrive to obtain all their Love. 


No Method untry'd will I leave 
To get a good Name while I may; 
None ever of me ſhall believe 


I mind my Work leſs than my Play. 


PEO ASP SAI x 


8 0 N G W. 
MIS s and her Pins. 
HESE Pins ſharp and bright, 


So trim, neat and white, 
That this Paper ſo prettily border, 
Some here and ſome there, 
| In my Cap of my Hair, | 
l arrange in moſt delicate Order. 


By Help of the Pin 
I make myſelf fine, 
And ſet off my Dreſs with an Air / 
I ſee by my Glaſs, 14 gag" "of 
It looks with a Grace, | 
And my Cloaths all in Faſhion appear. 
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My Knot and my Hood 

It ſticks in the Mode, 
My Kercher in Order it places; 

It fixes my Ruffles 

And other Pantoffles, 
In their Plaits it keeps all my Laces, 


If then this ſmall Pin, 
So trifling ſeen, _ 
So obedient is when J will it, 
Moſt plainly it ſhews 
My Duty to thoſe 
By whom I am cloathed and filled. 


Go c wh 


SONG v. * 55 
Miss working at ber Sampler. 


OW Mama puzzles me 
Can I theſe Crotchets make 
Patience! I've need of thee ; 
O my poor Brains will crack ? 


What Turns and Wini dere! 4 
All Ways the Stitches run; 
Some here are ſtrait, and there 
A- croſs and up and down. 


Here 


121 


Here I muſt work a R 8 

Of tall Great A, B,. O ER 

A Rank of Small below * n 
Again my Needle teaze. | HETI'A 


How odd and various too! 
Their Names I ſcarce can "tell; 

Their Numbers not a few, 
Yet I muſt learn them well. 


Tis grievous hard ! yet why 
Should { think much of this? 
Why ſhould I pule and cry ? 

II is done 50 ev'ry Miſs, 


: Moſt needful * tis, they 4 | 
Theſe Stitches I ſhould know 3: 


* Tho' puzzle me they may, 
By them all Work I do. 


For 150 the Grounds are laid, 
On which to raiſe my Fame, 
And as this Sampler's made, 
I loſe or r gain a Name. 


Here I the Art 3 am taught _ 
My Needle how to guide ; 

What Works by it are wrought, 
When ſkilfully apply'd. 


Since 


I 22 
Since then what I'm to learn, 
'Tho! difficult it be, 
Is of ſo great Concern, 
Perform' d it ſhall by me. 


See e ee eee 


. 


SONG VL 


Miss in her New Gown. 


A Di * between Miſs and her Mama, 


D. O W gay, how: fie, bow neat and trim 
In my new Gown to day I ſeem? - 
'Tis in the Faſhion too; 
How pretty *tis, how well it ſits ! 
How nicely with my Hoop it fits! 
Pray look, Mama, may; do. 


AM. I ſee it's neatly made, my Dear, 
The Colours lively too appear, 
Nor do I grudge the Coft : 
But ſince I've done fo much for FER | 
You'll ſure do ſomething, Child, for me, 
Nor let my Care be loft, | 


D. Alack, Mama, I'm much afraid; 


By me you never wlll be paid, 


For 


[ 23] 
For all your Kindneſs ſhown; 
Yet will I ſtrive with all my Might, 


Early and late, both Day and Night, 
To make my Duty known. 


M. My Charmer, I rejoice to hear 
What you reſolve, yet partly fear 
' Left you forget your Word; 
Yet prithee ſay, what you believe _ 
It is I can from, thee receive 


That will me Joy afford ? 


D, My dear Mama, T little know, 1 
But yet would fain my Duty do, 
I pray you me direct; 
1 will obſerve what you command, } 
And ftrive to do it Heart and Hand, 
And where , fail, correct. 


A. My Child, all aid Things ah 
Thy Great Creator ſerve and love, 


Who gave thee Life and Breath ; 8 | 


Thus wilt thou ftill his Bleſſing gain, 
His Favour win, and Heav'n obtain, 


And Happineſs in. Death. ee 


Obey thy Parents, is the. next, 5 
So Nature bids, ſo God directs, 5 
And bleſſes thoſe who do: 
But they who do their Pleaſures thwart, 
Will ſoon or late ſeverely ſmart, 
Them Vengeance will purſue. 


Thy 


[24]. 


Thy Brothers and thy alen! 110 5 
Share in thy Heart; for tis but juſt „ 
That they * * join in Blood, 
| Should live in Unity and Peace, LL 


Love, gratify, excuſe. and pleaſe ;- 
And ſeek each other” 8 Good. 


+ > * a 


The Abad” Rev rence ata of thee ; 3 -- 
To thy Superiors humble be; 5 
8 Nor ſcorn the helpleſs Poor; ; 
To Charity be {till inclin'd : 
Record theſe Precepts in thy Mind, 
I need not tell thee. more, 


ORE ORE W 


8 ON VII. 
Miss earning 70 Dance. «T 


H 0 W oepity 'tis to Dance 


To curtſey and advance, 
And wave about my Hands 
To ſound of Kit ? 


My Steps true Meaſure keep, 3 
Thus lightly do I trip, op 


Along the Floor I ſweep 
With nimble Feet. * 


ws My Maſter takes the Lend 
1 hold aloft my Head, 
With Dignity to tread 
The Minuet; 
More active in my Face n 
The Rigadoon I tracenzs! ß 9 
Thro' ev'ry winding Maze, 
„„ oo e me ſweat. 


„ in #3» ah en _ +4 . ; 8 
Thus am on taught at School, 2 
To move and walk by Rule, 2 
Not Ur an awkard Fool | 

Who nothing knows; 2 2-71 
But 3 to appear, 
Not with a Hoyden Air, word d EIN 
Or like à daneing Bear:: 


T hat 8 ſeen at * 
E292 a t "Ry 1:51 
Where Notre wanting was, 
It gives a new- born Were Witz won u 
And in my youthful FaccT7Tcmg 54, 
Freſh Beauties blots; $1115 #1 
Thus I am--form'd- to picaſes; = 11 
Genteel my Manner Ms. | 
In Favour I increaſe. n 7 5-424T ph 
Where e' er 1 cbme. 1 flew £55 
See 1 [ig 7 D. 15 215443 LEH gd. - 
Tho? Dancing is my Guide 9 
Yet be it not uy e 


93311 


5 | - 
"| 16) 
That Folly I'll avoid: | 
THe bet I en; 
A modeſt Look commends. 
A Miſs to all her Friends, 
But Rudeneſs ſtill offends 
Both God and Man. 


1 
a üb re SD 85 


SONG VIII. 


Miss learning - Py raife Tel. 


\HIS Paſte, how ſaſh and, pliant, tis: , | 

I mould it to what Shape I pleaſe, - ' EF 
Obedient to my forming Hands Þ 
It takes the Mode * wil cope. 4 

But how to raiſe it let- me ets 1 8 29" vis Ti 

That Gueſts may curious Skill een 11K 
And by the artful Outworks gueſs: _ | 

The rich Contents the eee L eve ! 


Suppoſe a paſty-pyel build, es PH i 10 al 
Which with fat Ven'fon-mudt be: fld, 
Subſtantial thick the Wall I make 

Of luſcious , war arCaickai>: bail or 
The Bottom firm ; the Lid may ow 0 

Forms whimſical, yet proper too; 


1271 
Here pants the Buck, there run the Hounds, 
And Huntſmen fpeeding o'er the Grounds, 
If for ſome Pigeons I eret _ le: 
A Houſe of Paſte, it may be deck'd 
With Doves purſu'd by rav'nous Kite, 
Their Safety not ſecur d *. Flight. $ 


But yet, methinks,. when. all is e 22 

And I my Work look gravely on, 
»Tis idle all, of little Uſe, 

And but a Moment can amuſe, 


The Cruſt has not the better Taſte 
For all the Fancies in the Paſte; 
The Figures will be ſpoil'd and broke. © 
And Gutlers make my Work a ee, a 


Juſt ſo the Maid, who 7 Drake 
And the gay Beauties of her Face ; 1 
If Death ſhould ſtrip. her of her. Sets, 1 5 
What a ſad ghaſtiy * is there ! „ 


1 


[28] 


SONG N. 


Miss learning to write, 


Muſt eye my Copy duely, 
And exactly cut my Strokes; 
Ev'ry Letter joining truely, | 
| So my Writing better looks. 


Strait before me Paper lying, 
Thumb and Fi ingers on my Pen, 


Elbow to my Body joining, 
Breaſt on Table not to lean. 


I muſt copy ev'ry Beauty, 

And the niceſt Rules obſerve; 
Such to learn it is my Duty, 

Nor a Tittle from them ſwerye. 


Nothing's hard, I'm ſatisfied, 
That is learnt by any Child; 

It ſhall then by me be tried; 
Eafily II not be foil'd. 


But to write like other Laſſes, 
Is not all I have to do; 
I muſt aim at finer Graces, ; 3 
And I hope to catch them too. [} 


[29] 
I ſhall hear my Parents praiſe/ me 
Friends will all applaud me- then, 


And a goodly Name 'twill raiſe me, 
If I manage well * Pen. 


BBK AW Wie 
SONG X. 
Miss and ber Parrot. : 


RETTY prating Pol, 

Anſwer to my Call, 
Thou art all in all . 

My lovely Bird; 2 
Prithee give C 
To thy n'own dear Miss, 
Thou can'ſt do no leſs 

Upon my Word. 


Perch upon my Hand, 
Take a- while thy Stand, 
Be at my Command, 

Thy Head recline; n 
I will froke thy Back,'** © 3 EET. 
Give thee Nuts to crack, 
Nothing ſhalt thou lack 5 
Of all that's mine. "1 


B 3 


—— 


oO] 
Mimick now the Cock, 
Now the quacking Duck, 
Liſping Lettice mock, 

My Wanton doz . .- 
Pleafant is thy Voice, 
Does my Heart rejoice, 


Never once annoys, 
I love thee ſo. 


To thy Perch away, 

Chatter all the Day, 

While I work or play, 

As think fit; 

Yet thy Prittle-pattle, 

Is no more than Rattle, 

Without Senſe thy T wattle, 
More Noiſe than Wit. 


Well thou haſt been taught, 
Yet what haſt thou got? 


Tongue without a Thought, qo | 
Poor mimick Fool ! | 4 
Is it not abſurd, | 4 


That a ſenſeleſs Bird, 
Which knows not a Word, 
My Mind ſhould rule? 


Ev*ry chatt'ring Note 
Thou haſt got by Rote, 
 Gurgling in thy Throat 


Fo 


Fant 


To imitate; 
Dogs and Men I ſee, 
Are alike to thee, 
Thou can'it mimick me, 
Or mewing Cat, 


Better Things I'Il do, 
To my Needle go, 
And my Time beſtow 
More uſefully: 


But no more [ll ſay, 
Thou may'ſt pratè or play, 


Or be ſad or gay, 
And ſo good by'e. 


mer e:. ART * 


SONG KI. 
Mrss on her Fan. 


1 HIS Putterink Fan 
Well brandiſh I can, 


And flirt it about as I pleaſe; 
I friſk it and crack it 

And inſtantly make it 

Turn this Way or that at my Eaſe: 


When Weather is hot, 


It cools like a Grott, 
B 4 


[ 32 ] 
And breathes like an Evening Breeze, 
When ſoft Zephyr blows, 


And fans the ſweet Roſe, 
Or whiffles the Leaves on the Trees. 


The Heat it allays, | 
That fluſh'd in my Face, 
And gave it too much of the Roſe ; 
It wafts up a Wind, 
Which pleaſant I find, 
And grateful Refreſhment beſtows. 


If thro*' Froſt wal Snow A 
In a Morning I go, 15 
The Wind in my Teeth blowing hard; 
My Noſe would. be blue, 
My Cheeks the ſame Hue, 
Had I not my good Fan for a Ward. 


When angry or vex'd, 
With Trouble perplex'd, 
My Spirits and Fan's in a Flutter ; 
Then if I want Words, 
| Its Aid it affords, 
And * me my to utter. 


At a S 810 
All idle Intents, 
And my Thoughts towards Heaven will bend; 


* 


— I % 


— , - 


C33] 


With my Fan o'er my Eyes, 


My Devotion will riſe, 
And my Prayers ſincerely aſcend. 


'In Company radi. 
Where Talk is too lewd 


For Maids without bluſhing to hear 


To ſhew my Diſtaſte, 
My Fan in all Haſte, 
Spread over my Face ſhall appear. 


Since thus I employ 
My Fan, it's no Toy, 
Its Uſes are noble and kind ; 
Our Bluſhes it hides, 
Our Piety guides, 
And * and defends us from Wind. 


e 


* x K r N e xe zr de e ORR den, E. 


SONG XIL 


Miss rocking ber Brother or fer 44 


USH! my Sweeting, do not cry; vil, 
Cloſe awhile thoſe twinkling Stars 3 


I will ſing a Lullaby, 
Melting Slumber thro”. thine Ears. 


B 5 


341 
Nothing ſhall my Jewel harm, 
Or thy Cradle ately ſhock ; 

1 will guard thee with my. Arm, 
And my Hand ſhall gently rock. 


I thy Pillow ſoft have made, 
Softly lay thy Head thereon ; 
All is ſnug about thy Bed ; 

To diſturb thee there is none. 


Stop, ye Birds, your warbling Notes, 
Wake not with your Song my Child; 


Ceaſe the Loudneſs of your Throats, 
Be your Muſick ſoft and mild. 


Pretty Pol, your Prate give er, 
Let your noiſy Rattle ceaſe ; 4 91 
Let my Deary ſleep an Hour, 

And enjoy. a downy Tess. 


Winds your wild e ao. 
Gently move the flitting Air; 
Softly whiſper thro' the Trees, 
That my Baby may not hear. 


Ye angelick Spirits, who 
Of ſuch Infants have the Care, 
Watch around the Cradle, fo 
Nothing ſhall offend my Dear. 


8 n r Y 
. N Fa a pn I "IP : 


C85] 
Let his [her] Fancy be employ'd lla 
On ſome bright and heavinly Scene 'y. 1 
May his [her] Dreams be not annoy d 


[ | With Deluſions 1 the Fiend. 
gaga 
s ONO, XIII. | 


Miss viewing berſel If in her cl. 


HE Y call me pretty Miſs, 
And often this I'm told ; 
] think that Face may pleaſe 
Which yonder I behold, 


My Features, ſoft and young, 

All ſmiling do appear; | oo: 
And had that Glaſs a Tongue, 1 oY 
*T would ſay, that I am fair. EY 


My Dreſs is rich and good, 
My Ribbons, Knots and Lace 
Are faſhion'd in the Mode, 
And fit with eaſy Grace. 


—— — —— — — —{ D— —————— 


My Limbs are ſtreight and fine, 
And nothing ſeems amiſs ; 
My Shape, my Air and Mien 


Are lovely, all confeſs. 
Bs6 Who 
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To me this beauteous Frame ? 
From whence came all I have? 
And how, that thus I am? 


Tus Thou, Almight God, 
Anil be thy Name extol 'd,: 
That rais'd me from a G 


And didſt my Body mould. 


But when I caſt my Eyes 


Around, and others view, 
A thouſand Beauties riſe, 
As ſweet, as charming too. - 


Then what have I to vaunt, 
Or what to make me proud, 
If nothing others want 


That is to me allow'd £ 


My Cloaths, ſo fine and gay, 


Are bought me by my Friends; 


Then where's my Merit, pray 5 
Or what is my Pretence? 


I'll pride myſelf no more 


In Beauty, Charms or Dreſs, 
But ever God adore, 
And humbly beg his Grace. 


Who made me thus? who gave 


2; -*,, 1 2 8 % — 
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SON G XIV. 
M I'S S playin ng wi with ber Ball. 


HIS little Ball ; . 
Againſt the Wall, ct Statue o 114 
Or up and down!] toſs; Fat n 
It mounts aloft, e 
And down as oft, tt i 
It nimbly comes and goes. 


. : 2 a * — * 
* 


6 


It moves with Eaſe 
Juſt where I pleaſe/, 0 
How ſwift it bounds and flies! 

With one ſmall Jerk 

I make it work, 
And watch it with my Eyes. 


2 2 


Or high or "hey 
Or quick or flow, 
I can direct its Way, 
„ | Whether I bowl 
. | At yonder Stool, 
Or give it other Play. 


At my Command | 
It leaves my Hand, 
| | Yet ſoon again 'tis back, 


[38] 


I ſee it there, 
0 21062. 
How oy, tis, good lack 1 


So, now Pro 5 dba 
Away I'll run, 

My Work demands me hence . 
A little Play 
Is no Delay, 


But whets my Diligence. 


SON G xv. 
Miss playing on ber Spinner: 


HAT charming Sund from Muſick 
flow 

How ſweet is the Delight!!! 
The various Notes from Diſcord form d 

In Harmony unite. 


If ſoft the Sounds, or quick or flow, 
Treble or baſe the Tune, 

My eager Fingers nimbly ply, 
And all Diviſions run. 


But now I'll try my ſlender Voice, 
In Chorus join my Tongue; 
And ſee if more melodious Lays 


Will riſe into the Song. 


'In 


[ 39 1 
In pleaſing Wonder I am loſt; 
My Soul a Rapture feels; 


Such Pleaſures are indeed * 
And ſuch my Spinnet yields. 


If Muſick is, as ſay the Wiſe, 
The native Voice of Love, 

I'll give my Strings a higher Pitch, 
And chaunt the Notes above. 


The Notes above, which Angels ſing, f 
And all the heav'nly Hoſt, 


Are tun'd to Love, are tun'd to Praiſe, 3 


And ſhould nr moſt. 


My Great Creator there enthron'd 
In Light's refulgent Blaze, 

Demands the moſt exalted Song 
Angelic Choirs can raiſe.i 


There too my bleſſed Saviour ſits, 
In milder Glories clad ; 

Still may his Love employ my Song, 
Nor meaner Loves degrade, 


O Holy Spirit fill my Soul 
With ſome extatick Theme ; 

Teach me the Heights that Angels ſoar, 
And hoy to ſing like * 


SONG 


- 0 EI nr — rr a OS 


[49] 


SONG XVI. 
Miss on her Negev. 


OW . is this N oſegay, = charming 7 
it blows, 
When freſh from the Garden it comes ? 
How gay and how fine in my Boſom it ſhews, 
Now all in its Glory it blooms ? 


With Pleaſure and Wonder theſe Flowers I view, 
The Purple, Blue, Crimſon and Gold ; 

In each the Creator we plainly purſue, 
And his Wiſdom in all we behold. 


Theſe Colours fo lively no Pencil can paint, 
No Skill can their Beauties deſcribe ; 7 
The fineſt Productions of Art are but faint, 


Compar'd to the flowery Tribe. 


Ve learned Philoſophers, fay how they grew, 
How each of theſe Colours were made, 
W hat Artiſt has ting'd em ſo diff rent in Hue, 
Tho' all are produc'd in a Bed? 


To Thee, O omnipotent Ruler of Heaven, 1115 
Our Praiſe and our Wonder we turn 
Thou Laws to all Nature moſt wiſely has given, 

Which only from Thee we can learn. 


Ho-) 


L411 
How kindly thy bountiful Hand does una * 
A Pleaſure for every Senſe; 4 
As if infinite Mercy-alone was thy Guide; 55 "et 3 
Or we free from Guilt or Offence. © | 


py 


a 


Then may I no longer thy Goodneſs hs 1 7¹ 
Nor lightly eſteem of thy Lo vez: 
What Nature produces T'll chearfully uſe, 
And adore my kind Father above. 1 A 


$$140$3p37$p$0+074354 en e 2 þþ- 


$0 N G XVII. i” 
A Hymn of Praiſe for Mus. . 


O Thee, my Great 8 Gop, 

My feeble Voice I raiſe ;. 

In equal Numbers fain would ſing 

My Wonder and thy Praiſe. | 

My Body curiouſly is made ; 

When I my Limbs ſurvey, | 
How I admire the Work divine, 

The Hand that wrought my Clay! 


Tho- faſhion F of my Mother Earth; 

Yet riſing Thoughts J find, 
That ſpeak me of a higher Birth, 
With an immortal Mind. 


12 LY 
9 "+ 3 PR ; * 
4 - > 4 o I . | 


"te 


I feel a Spark chat glows within, 
Increaſing into Light; 12.732 
It brightens up a glorious Scene, 12 25 
Beyond the Realms of Night. 


Heav'n opens to my N View: 2 a | 
Angelic Spirits ſtand, e 4 
Tuning their Harps around the : Throne, 


A happy, ſhining Band ! ao 2 ATV : 


There too the Spirits of the Juſt 
Join their melodious Lays, 
And hymn around the ſacred Mount | 
The Great Redeemer 8 Praiſe, Ph 


There I behold, in rich Array, 

In beauteous Order by, 71.08; 

A Row of lovely Cherubims, Red 
Once Infants, ſuch as I. | 1 


Their little Souls, when cloath'd Sich rim. 
Were furniſh'd with thy Grace; 33 
They lov'd their Saviour while they 17 4, 
And now behold his Face, 1 


Preſerve me hea, molt gracious 1 
From Guiltineſs and Shame 
That I at length to Heaven may come, Y 
And be a Saint like them, | 


PART 


[43 ] 
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P A R T II. 
Songs for Young MASTERS. 15 


SONG I. 
Masrz's Account of a Puppet-Shew. 


HAT 2 pretty Fhings I've n, 
How were my Eyes delighted? 
Fine Lords and Ladies, King and Queen, 
With Gold and Silver 'dighted! 


The little Creatures, how 'they ſpoke 
With Voices ſhrill and ſqueaking? 
Methinks I ſee their puny Look, Ws 
And ſtill T hear them ſpeaking, 5 2 


Here's one in. Love o'er Head not Tan: 
Tries ev'ry Way to move her; 
While with a Scorn the Lady hears 
Her © NG dying Lover, 


The 


[4] 


The Wretch, nn to obtain 
Her Favour or her Graces, 


With Sword or Halter ends his Pain, 
'And kinder Death embraces, | 


The Lady, when ſhe's told his F ate, 
Diſtracted with her Paſſion, 

Curſes her Scorn, alas! too late, 

And dies with mere Vexation. 


Next ak a | bragging Rogue, appears, 
With huge and ſtrutting Belly; 


Talks big and ſwaggers, huffs and ſtares, 


And who but he, he'll tell you. 


To ſhew his Valour, kes a Switch, 
And trims poor Cherry's 3 . 
She cries and ſcolds; he kicks her Breech, 
And vows the * does lack it. 


His Wit and Jokes, and jibing Jeers, 
Made all who heard him merry; 
Yet I could lug him by the Ears | 
For beating honeſt Cherry. 


And then the Puppets, how they danc'd 


All ſweetly to the Fiddle, 
"Till bluſt'ring Punch along advanc'd, 
And jump'd into the Middle. 


Ee 


1451 


| He puts em out and throws em FRY un 
And then, the more to charm ye, 


Kicks 'em about, and ſwaggers round, 
As if he'd ſlain an Army, | 


Such the Diverſion, ſuch the Sport 
I be little Mimicks gave us, 


So briſk, ſo lively, ſo alert, 


As if they would out-brave us. 


When I this pigmy Troop ſurvey'd, 


And all their various Actions, 


Thus to myſelf I ſoftly faid, 


And theſe. yere my Reſlectiqns: 


N ” Daily we ſee ſuch Things are done 


As theſe ſmall Folks exhibit, _ 
A Lover's Sighs, a Lady's Frown, 
And Wa 87255 a Gibbet. 
Another thive to Pataki grown, 
Juſt like to Punchenello, 1 
Bounces and cracks of what he's done, 
And is a mighty Fellow. 


Fiercely he looks, and talks as big, 
And bluſters like a Hector, 

On poorer Folks he runs his Rigg, 
And huffs like Lord Protector. 


[46] 


But try his Courage, ſoon you'lb find 
That, - tho? he roar'd and bully'd, 

Patient, he'll take a Kick behind, 
Nor think his. Honour ſully'd. 


Many ſuch Heroes may be ſeen 2 jj 

In this great World about u = 

And Punch's little Mimic Scene Es | 
Does with our own but flout us. 


Dare { FDTD 


$0NG * 


MasTER playing at Marbles with bis 
fern tems 121872 


ROTHER Tommy come on, 
Your Marbles lay down; 
Don't ſpare me, 
Nor fear me, 
So long as I've one. 


5 They are ſmooth, neat and round, 1. 
How they fly, friſk and bound ! 
FI thump em / LAG. 
And plump. em | LEH. 5 


| While a — is found. 


Faw 
But before we begin, | 


Place em round in a Ring; 
I'll fright *em 


And ſmite em > 6 6 T4- 

. While my Thumb has a » Spring. 

How I ſpank em ben 1 87 ( AY3 

Some are in and ſame out. 
PH ſmack "com: ais vi 1 
And thwack em, 

And ſoon put eni to rout. 


Now to finiſh the Game, 1 
At your Taw I will aim 
J have it! 52:7] S!dmin ai os ti. 
I brave it! nr eff 3 
And Huzzah is my Name. 
But 'tis Time to have done, 
The Clock has ſtruck one; z h VE of 
*Tis over, 21 and 
Come Brothegþ<54Þ ii broom nos 3 all; 
| Now to School let us, ma I r 


For there I am ſurds-i> zibb n, 5 
We ſhall learn a deal more, 1 
Each looking el <td 
His Book in, + ue F. 3 


Than by playing an Hour, ot 2 2 
1 kf «. . F : 4441 
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SON 6. III. | 
MASTER | whipping FO Tep. 


+ 4 Top I whip, 

And make it ſkip, 

And whiſk it round and round; 
My clinging Scourge 

Its Speed ſhall urge, 

And make it whirl and bound. 


4 My Hand I ſtop, 
| Yet ftill the Top 
Holds on its nimble Pace ; 
I whip agen, 
And make it ſpin, 
And ftill purſue the Chace. 


i | No Warinefs: #70 unt 247 0 0 547 
7 bs. in Jits Race, oo wil 

= | While I can mend its Speed; + 

© | : When I have done, 

| A-while *twill run, 

Then tumbles down quite dead. 1 


T | Juſt fo I've ſeen 
| | (Where I have er! 

An idle Boy at School; © 

While Rod and Whip 
His Body clip, 


His Maſter can him rule. | 
When 


* 


[49] 
When Scourging's o'er, 
He minds no more 
His Book, or what he's taught; 


But gets to Play, 
And ſpends his Day 


As if he had no Thought. 


So will not I, 

But faſt apply 
Myſelf my Book to learn; 

This ftill ſhall be 

A Rule for me, 


From which I'll never turn. 
2 


vrrpittrtprtttiettpprrttrrttteeeieety 
$ONG T. 
MAsTER flying his Kite. 2 


INCE the Weather is ſo fair, 

With a gentle breezing Wind, 
Kite, I'll ſend thee up in Air, 

Thou art for my Sport deſign'd. 


Mounting, ſee ! ſhe ſeems to fail, 

I will give her all my Line; 

How ſhe waves her knotty Tail! 
And her Flight, how true and fine! 


C Now 


50 
Now ſhe ſeems a little Cloud; 
Now no bigger than a Spoon; 
Had my Thread a Length allow'd, 5 
I would ſend her to the Moon. Us 


See! the Birds around her play; 
Some at Diſtance, frighted, gaze, 
Fancy ſhe's a Bird of Prey; 

Others ſeem as in Amaze. 


= . 88 : 
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Tho- advanc'd to ſuch a Height, 
Thou art ſtill at my Command; 
J can make thee take a Flight 
Downward to my ruling Hand. 


He that ſoars a Pitch too high, 
Riding on Ambition's Wings, 
Sudden in the Dirt may lie; 

Pride its Shadow ever . 


| en the Thread holds faſt 

That all human Actions ties; 
Some by it are downward caſt, 
None without it ever riſe. 


As to Fortune, tis a Jeſt, | 
Chance the Whim of brainleſs Fools; g- 
All Creation manifeſts 8 = 
The moſt wiſe unerring Rules. 


SONG 
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SONG V. 
Ma TER 4 Birds-nefting. | 


HIS is the Time the feather'd Throng 15 
Domeſtick Bus neſs mind; _ 
They build their Neſts, and hatch their Young 
And propagate their Kind. 


To find their ſecret Fins will I 

' This Day no Labour ſpare 
In ev'ry Buſh and Brake {ll pry, 
Tho' I my Cloaths may tare. 


Their ſpotted Eggs a Shew will abe E 
When hung along in Rows; 22 K 1 

All Sorts and Sizes I will take, : 3 
To decorate our Houſe, 


And if a Neſt well-fledg'd I find, 
The Brood is all my —— 
But if unfeathered and blind, 7 
Such I will let * A yum ;Þ 
The Briars Iwill hunt among 425 wt: 


To find the Linnet out; A eich! 
-O ! She's a Bird of charming song, ft Nd 
And a delightful "Prog: Wat nun 1 


C 2 


[52] 
The Blackbird ftill confines his Tune 
To one unvaried Note; | | 1 
Yet if I can but bring up one, : T 
He may be worth a Groat. | 4 


The tuneful Thruſh, whoſe various Song 
Is heard thro? out the Year; 
If I can ſeize her Neſt and Young, 
2?Twill pay me for my Care. 


The Goldfinch beautifully ſhines, 
With orient Colours gay ; 

Altho* my Rapine ſhe repines, 
She muſt become my Prey. | : 


The Lark on tow'ring Wings is borne, 
Yet builds upon the Ground, 

Among the tufted , Graſs. or Corn, 
And hardly to be found. 


But if ſome Chance directs my Eye, 
And to her Neſt ſhall bring, 
Ill nurſe and feed the callow Fry, 
| Till ev'ry Cock can ſing. 


But yet, when I conſult my Senſe, 


This Sport I can't approve ;_ 
Why ſhould I rob theſe Innocents 


Of what they dearly love? 


( 53 ] 
Sagacious of their future Want, 
They build a Houſe complete, 
With Out-works rough, within it plant 
A Bed that's ſoft and neat. 


Dear to the Dam's the tender Brood, 
For them the Parents fight 

All Day will labour for their Food, 
And keep them warm by Night. 


The Cock and Hen divide their Cares, 
And each by Turn attends; 
Till wing'd for Flight the Brood appears, 


And need no more their Friends. 


They daily live on Providence, 
In Fields or dreary Waſte ; 

His Care prepares them Suſtinence 
Adapted to their Taſte. | 


For this their Voices high they raiſe, 
Their ſlender Throats they ftretch, 

And tune a Song of grateful Praiſe, 
And Man his Duty teach. 


S 
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S ES FL 
MasTER playing at Shittlecock. 
Shittlecock- toſs'd to and fro, 


Diverts us, and warms the chill Blood; 
Not the Want, of a Fire we know, 


Tis Exerciſe wholeſome and good. 


I bounce it aloft in the Air, 

It quivers and twirls as it flies; . 
With a Jerk and a Bound it is there, 
And here *tis. again in a trice, 


Of Feathers, a Nail and a. Cork 

Its capering Body is wrought ; 
Like a Bird on: the Wing it will work, 
Yet moves of itſelf not a Jot. 


The Man who's unſteady in AQ, 
And will not make Reaſon his Rule, 
Is a Shittlecock, forward and back, 
And bandy'd by ev'ry Fool. 


Like one that is loſt in a Fog, 
Or a Ship without Rudder at Sea; 
And either be ſinks in a Bog, 
Or ſplit on a Rock he will be. 


[55] 
SONG VI. 
MASTER going @ Fiſhing. 


OME where's my Fiſhing Implements, 
My Lines and Rod and Bait ? 
The Weather's fine and courts, me out, 
The Fiſhes for me wait, = 
And a fiſhing I will go, will go, wil 05 and 
a fiſhing 1 will go. | 


See how they frifk and play about, 
Some baſking in the Sun; 
Some leaping at a falling Fly, 
But I ſhall ſpoil your Fun. 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


I bait my Hook with nimble Speed, 
And give it Line and Float; 

Anon one catches Bait and Barb, 

And ſwallows down his Throat, 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


I give a Jerk, and up he comes, 
And wriggles on my Line 1 
I loſe him quickly from his Gagg, 
And ſo the Rogue is mine. 
And a fiſhing, &Cc. 


C FE | Again 


(56 ] 
Again my baited Hook I throw 
To tempt the finny Throng ; ; 
Juſt to my Wiſh a Bite I ſee, 
And that before *tis long, 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


I pluck my Rod, and find I've got 
One of a larger Size; 
I give him Line and let him play, 
Till he becomes my Prize. 
And a fiſhing, &c, 


For when he's tired and throws himſelf 


Upon the Water's Brim, 
I gently drag him to the Shore, 
And ſo I manage him, 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


But now a trowling I will. go 
To catch ſome ſturdy Jack, | 
That long has prey'd upon. the Fry, . | 
And him my Prey I'll make. 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


Thus pleaſantly I ſport away 
An Hour or two, or ſo; 
And when I've done I then retire, 
And to my Book I go. 
And a fiſhing, &c. 
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A Story ſomewhere I have read, | 
And often think upon it; 
And as it's ſhort, and à propos, 
I'll give it in my Sonnet, 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


An Angler having ſunk his Line, 
He gave a ſudden Pull; 
A Weight he felt that bent his Rod, 
Up came a human Scull. | 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


With Rev'rence due he took it up, 


And carry'd it away, 
A Hole to make in Holy Ground, 
Wherein the ſame to lay. 


And a fiſhing, &c. 


But how kind Providence rewards 
His Piety, behold ! 


No ſooner he began to dig, 


But finds a Pot of Gold. 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


Our Saviour his Diſciples choſe 
Among poor Fithermen ; 

They heard his Call, his Voice obey'd, 

His Perfon they attend. 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


co 
They were not learned in the Schools, 

! Nor worldly Wiſdom had ; 

i Yet with his Gifts and Grace endu'd, : 


His Goſpel wide they ſpread. 
And a fiſhing, &c. 


By their unwearied Zeal Mankind 
Their Great Redeemer knew ; 

By them He ſent the News abroad,, 
And thro? the World it flew. 

And a fiſhing, &c. 


What need we more expatiate 
In Fiſhing's noble Praiſe, 
Since Heaven itſelf poor Fiſhermen 
Did to ſuch Honours raiſe ? 

And a fiſhing, &c. 
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FER TAE EET 
S O N G N. 
MASTER 4 8 liding or Skating. 


O W hard the Froſt.-! how keen the Air! 
Scarce am I warm with all I wear; 
The Fire I can't abide; 
But leaſt my Noſe and Fingers freeze, 
PI take a gentle Exerciſe, 
And warm me with a Slide, 
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| = 
The Ice is now a ſolid Maſs,. 
That t'other Day a Fluid was, 
And poliſhed how ſoon ! 
Too llipp'ry tis to walk upon, 


Nor on it can I ſtand alone; 


Heyday ! look here ! Pm down! 


But come, what ſignifies a Fall? 
I've made a Star, and that is all; 
Let's take a ſteady Slide; 
Swift as on Wings the airy Race, 

I ſkim along its chryſtal Face, 
And ſweep from Side to Side. 


1 My haſty Courſe I keep Hal! on, 


Till the whole Length before me's run, 
Then ſlowly wheel again; 

Careful avoid whom e'cr I meet, 

And nimbly turn afide my Feet, 
Then drive along a- main. 


I ſcour the Courſe from End to End, 


Now here, now there, my Flight I bend, 
Acroſs the gloſſy Plain; 

Or ſwift or flow I move along, 

Single, or thro* a crouded Throng, 
288 fear a Fall _ 


The Motion puts me in a Heat, 
I think at ev'ry Pore I ſweat, 
80 I have had my Ends; 


g Home · 


—— 


1 6%ͤ 
Home ward III walk, a think upon | 24) 


What I have done this Afternoon, 
And learn ſome Leſſon thence. 


How wiſely Providence divides . 
The Seaſons, and their Courſes guides? 
He cools the Summer's Heat | 
With ſhady Groves and breezing Winds ;] 
In Winter warm Diverſion finds 
The Blood to circulate. 


0 NO IK 
MasTER af Cricket. 
F HE Widckets are pitch'd very fair; 
Each Lad now away to his Place ; 


You, Robin, behind me come here 
To ſtop the ſwift Ball if it paſs. 


You, Harry, look out on the Right, 
And, Foe, on the Left is your Poſt ; 
Each Lad chuſe a Place that is fit, 
And ſee that a Ball be not loſt, 


In the Middle there, Zack, is your Stand, 
To watch for the Ball from the Bat, 
And if ſhe ſhould come to your Hand, 


If you miſs her, II con your black Pate. 
IDS Umpires, 


( — yon 
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Umpires, who are ſet to decide, 
And determine of Right and of nn 
By Truth you muſt ſtoutly abide, | 
Nor _ your vociferous Lungs. 


Pray you that for Scorers are ſet, 

Be ſure that no Error you make; 
Notch every End that we get, | 1232 

Our Honour and Money's at Stake. - 


Now, Femmy, I'll have at your Stump, 
So guard it as well as you can; 

I have it Boy full at a Plump; 

| You're out, Sir, get in the next Man. 


Now, now, my Lads; keep a Look-out, 
Here's one that will give you ſome Sport, 
He'll drive her I warrant about 
While a Thread there is dry in his Shirt. 


There ſhe goes. --quick, —in it her ear 


Well done Hall /---flap-daſh---he i is ou 
Huzzah ! my Lads, play but your Part, 
We'll ſoon put 'em all to the rout, 


The reſt we will quickly diſpatch, | 
And then it will come to our Turn; 

We'll ſhew them that we are their Match, 
Of us the true ic Pay they ſhall learn, 


[ 62 ] 


Thus it is in the Field of the World, 
Where Profit's the Ball that is thrown : 3 

From one to another tis hurl'd. 
He's happy who makes it his own. 


The Knave we ſee ſtill on the Watch, 
And *tis ſeldom he miſſes the Ball; 

The Courtier's perdue on the Catch 
For a Place that may happen to fall. 


The Spendthrift he ſquanders his Gold, 
The Uſurer watches the Time; 
And if on his Land he lays hold, 
To keep it he thinks is no Crime. 


The Harlot expoſes her Charms 
Some ignorant Cully to catch; 
And after he's been in her Arms, 

He finds himſelf ruin'd, poor Wretch! 


The Thief at your Window will watch, 
Till your Abſence his Fraud may befriend, 

And then what he can he will ſnatch, 
Tho' the Gallows muſt be his ſad End. 


What Watching and ey, we ſee 
In ev'ry Condition of Life ? | 

The Great and the Small both agree, 
That Gold well you 1 their Strife. | 


& 


SONG 
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Mas TER at Pri Jon-bars. 


OME, now's the Time, my Lads, for 
Sport, 
The Fields abroad to Peaſure court,. 
x Then make no longer Stay; 
Harry and Fack, and Foe and Mill, 
Femmy and Tom, and Bob and Phil, 
And all come out to play. 


Our little Troop we muſt divide- 

In equal Parts for either Sides. 
On Priſon-bars we fix; | 3 82074 

So prithee Will ſet out the Bounds, 

To each allot their proper Grounds,, 
For Priſons ſet up Sticks.. 


Let nimble Harry take the Lead, 

He has the Heels of all in Speed, 
He'll work his little Buff ; 

But if -he-ſhould be hard beſet, 

You, Joe, muſt favour his Retreat, 


And cleanly bring h him off. 2 b Fr | 
Well. run, my Lad, my noble Hall! 7. i 7 = 
Iker thou won d outſtrip em all, TE 


But they have taken Joe; ” 


xx 


And Juſtice thus diſplays, 
"ob 


. 
Go Bob and Femmy, fetch him Home, 


But mind your Hits, and don't become 
Their filly Captives too. 


Now Bob, now 7im——hah ! well eſcap'd | 
In Truth you both were nearly ſnapt, 
But Bob has touch'd his Hand ; 
Fly, Femmy, if you love me, fly; 
Out Jack and Will, and ſo will I, 
And bring him ſafe to Land. 


This is for Boys an active Game; 

Among the Men it's much the ſame, 
Who are engag'd in Trade; 

Each ftrives his Neighbour to o'er-reach, 


Pauts all his Wits upon the Stretch, 


Thro' Thick and Thin will wade. 


= But while he ſeeks to gain his Ends, 
By Hook or Crook, of Foes or Friends, 


Unmindful of his Fate; 


Another, angling for the Trout, 


Faſtens his Barb within his Snout, 
Aad takes him with his Bait, 


Thus while for others he deſigns 
Priſons and Ruin, oft he finds 
He but Himſelf betrays ; 
For Providence o'er all preſides, 
And all Events with Wiſdom guides, 


The Football ſhall give us a Heat. 


And bang her and thump her amain. 


[168517 


8 0 N G XI. 
| MasTER af hol 


O W hard is the Froſt! et 4 
The Ground's like a Cruſt, 
At Noſe, like a Woodcock, I ſweat: 
My Lads, let us out, 
And ſtir us about; 


And now, my brave Hearts, 
Divide in two Parts, „ ; 
And lay down the Ball us among 3]. — 
Let Harry and Dick | SP 
Now take the firſt Kick, 5 
And then we'll have at her ding- dong. 


Your Shins, if they're broke 
With a Kick or a Stroke, : 
A Piece of brown Paper will cure; 5 
Your Honour's at Stake, 4 
Then vig'rouſly make * 
An Onſet whate're you endure. 


Here ſhe comes with a Bound, 

Far aloft from the Ground, 
Now catch her and ſend her again; W 4 

There follow her cloſe, | is 

Redouble your Blows, 


Well 


[ 66 ] 
Well play'd, my Boy Fack / 
That was a good Smack; 

Don't give her a Moment of Reſt; 
Kick, wreſtle and buſtle, 
Stretch ev'ry Muſcle, 

And ſee that her Hide be well dreſs'd. | 


A Thums or two bre; 4 
And the Bus'neſs is o'er, 
We'll ſend her dire& to the Goal; 
Aloft there ſhe flies, 
And carries the Priges ©. _ 
Huzzah ! my Boys, bravely and bold. 


Thus Men of great Soul, 


Whom none dare controul, 


When urg'd by Ambition of Fame, 


Will battle and ſtruggle, 
At nothing will boggle, 


Till they riſe to the Height of their Aim. 


If a Crown in 0 LEY 
They eager purſue 

1 The glorious and dazling Thing; 
KF Tho? Millions ſhould fall, 

| It's nothing at all, 

3 So tempting's s the Title of King. 


1 | To build up a Name, 
k And riſe to great Fame, 
What Rivers of Blood K been ſhed * 4 


Fet 


67 J 
Vet when they have done, 


And all is their ow n, f 
A dark Grave muſt be their laſt Bed. 


Their RE arid Toils, 
And Heaps of rich Spoils, NTT 
The Blood and the Treaſure they ſpend, ; 
We truly may call EN 
A Game at Football, 
Which drove to the Goal, there's an End. 


At Grit we are 1 


By Action we get 2 — en 2008 
And then we're on Fire, | > <4 
With eager Deſire | | 

Our Opponents i in Conflict to beat. ; 


* uy 


Thus the Man's that at Eaſe 

Whom Ambition does ſeize, E757 - 
At firſt walks a moderate Pac; 

By Action grown warm, 

He raiſes a Storm, * is 
And at length ſets the World. in a Blaze, | 


| 


[6] 
8 0 N G xl. 


MasrER learning to foim. 


HAT ſhall I do, or how te 

= This ſultry Summer's Day? 

1A Well thought! I'll to the River's . 5 
1 And in the Water play ⸗- 
The Water's cool, the Weather's hot, x ) 
And I a Holiday have _ 


And now T'll plunge into the Stream; 3 
But firſt I'll fix my Cork; 
Thus ſhall I learn in Time to ſwim, 
And thro' the Water work: 
The Danger is not very great, 
Nor difficult to do the Feat. 


But ſtay ! let Pied be my Guide, 
And e'er I launch too far, 
Firſt I will try the ſballow Side, 
Nor too preſumptuous dare : 
For if I loſe the Tread of n 
Ie” s ten to one but I am drown'd, 


— 4 many "ROY may! I ſhun 


If I a Swimmer be)? 
But little Hazard I ſhall run, 
Tho? caſt into the Sea: 


* 95 
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My Hands and Feet will bear me up, 
F dating upon the Water's Ta 


Thus he who is in Virtue Hom, 

Tho' buffeted, ſecure; 

Is quiet in the loudeſt Storm, | 
And calm in all the Roar: x 

Nor Storms nor Tempeſts him affect, 

He walks amidft them all ere. 


Tho” Death in hideous Forms appears, 
And Malice ſhews her Spite, 

He neither one nor t' other fears, 
Tho' both their Rage unite. 
With Injuries and Wrongs oppreſs d, 
Still in his Innocence is bleſs 0. 


Tho? ſad Diſaſters ** afflict, 
Tho' his Eſtate be loſt, 19 5 
Tho' in a general Ruin wreck'd, 
Or like a Football toſs d, 
Heav'n is a Witneſs he is juſt, - 
And there's his Home, and that's his Truſt,” 
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S ON G- XIII 
MasT ER learning Arithmetick, 


L E "POW of Numbers and the Rules, 
Taught by the Maſters in their Schools, 


I have to learn begun; 
IT m told they'll be of mighty Uſe, 
Tho? very puzling and abftruſe, 

| | Yet 1 muſt thro* them run. 


Thus by Addition 1 ſhall know 
To caſt up Numbers in a Row, 
And ſo the Total find; 
The numerous Items of a Bill, 
Tho? they a Sheet of Paper fill, 
Are brought into a Line, 


Then to \ Subſtraftion ſtrait I come, 
Which vx Rule to take a Sum 
That's Mall from one that's. great; > 
Suppoſe.a Debt my Friend I owe, 
From him a larger Sum is due, 
Iz will the Balance ſet, 


FS... ; I hear my Maſter call, 
How many Times 4 N umber ſmall 
Is in a large confain'd; + 
IS multiply, and ſoon *tis dike, 
For nine Times nine is Eighty-one, 
And thus the Point is gain'd, 


Next 


r 
— 
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Next by my Maſter I am bid 

A greater Number to divide = 
By Numbers that are , ſmall; 

How many Eights in Forty-eight ? 

I anſwer fix, and write it ſtrait, 
And * remains at all. 


Reduction is the Rule chat Bere „ 
By Figures how I Things redue 
To leſs, tho? ſtill the ſame ; 


Thus Pounds to Shillings, Groats and Pence, 
Or any little Coin, I mince, 


Yet ny s {till its Name. 


The Rule of Three cha next in Hand z 
Three Numbers given a Fourth demand, 
The knotty Queſtion makes; 

The ſecond Number's multiply'd 

By th'third,. which by the firſt diving, - 5 
The Anſwer Quotient ſpeaks. - 


Thus by Degrees ſo far Pm brought, 
By Labour hard, and painful Thought; 
From whence I ſhrewdly -gueſs, | .| * 
That as I farther ſhall proceed, 

That more of Patience I ſhall Noe: 
Vet fear I ſhall have leſa. 


Fractions ah I 5 rn Ye ico. 1 947 
And Practice much diſturbs . _— 


[ 98: ]. 
And more beſides remains; 


But woe is me for Algebra 2 
The very Thought creates Diſmay ; | 
I'm ſure *twill crack my Brains. 


Thus gradually is form'd my Youth, 
And thus my Labour finds out Truth, 
Well worth my daily Toil; 
Ev'n now it is a good Reward, 
When I can anſwer Queſtions hard, 
And make my Maſter ſmile. 


But *tis the Pleaſure of my Friends, 
For good, and wiſe, and noble „ 
Me thus to educate ; 
Then I'll not think my Pains too great, 
Tho' Night and Day my Brains I beat, 
Nor ſhew myſelf Ingrate. 


By Men of rev'rend Age I'm told, 
My future Fortune I ſhall hold 
2 By my Improvements now ; 
If now I careleſs. paſs the Day 
In Idleneſs or wanton Play, 
1 nothing Good ſhall know. 


If I in en am bred, 

And have no Learning in my Head, 
When TI to Man arrive; 

Then I muſt be a Slave or Tool 

To ſome proud domineering Fool, 
Who will me goad and drive, 


* 
/ 
\ 
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But if the Rules of Art J learn, 


And thoroughly thoſe Rules diſcern, 
Tho? Riches I have none; 


Yet all the Good, the Learn'd and Wiſe 


Will always have me in their Eyes, 1 
And me prefer alone. 


Sloth and the Sluggar e- eile eum I vun 


Ve ſure Concomitants of Want; 
I'll walk the thorny Road; 
With Diligence unwearied 1 
Will to my Book and Rules apply, 
The neareſt pcs to Good. 


W N e . 


SONG XIV. 


MASTER Learning the "Tani, 


HAT Pains are N on Youth ? 


What Toils are we forc'd to 8⁰ thro”, 


To pleaſure our Parents, forſooth, 
Before we have Reaſon to know? 
Scarce Time I've my Breakfaſt to eat, 
To School I muſt hurrying run, 
And if Half an Hour too late, 

I'm flogged, as ſure as a Gun, 


D 
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The Grammar there firſt I muſt learn, 


Nouns and Pronouns and Verbs be declin'd, 


And then to Syntaxis I turn, 


To puzzle and cramp my young Mind. 


All theſe I muſt regiſter too, 
And carefully get them by Heart; 
Neglected, I certainly rue, 

And my Pedagogue makes to ſmart, 


With Rules thus inſtructed, I next 
Some Latin to Engliſh tranſlate ; 

If I vary the leaſt from the "Ms | 
Ah! woe to my duncify'd Pate. 
Some Englih in Latin ] caſt, 

And if a falſe Concord I make, 
Down go Galligaſkins in Haſte 

And I am a riding Pick-pack. 


This rough, thorny Road I have trod, 


And painfully travelled thro',: 
And under the Laſh of the Rod, 
For Learning have ſuffer'd enough. 


At School, how I ſweated by Day ! j 
At Night had a Taſk for the Mom; 


Small Time had I ever to play; 
Alas! that I ever Was born! A 


Nr 
52 
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SONG XV. 


MASTE R on having finiſh 'd his Exerciſes 
at School. 


UT now, 'twill be aſk'd, what Reward 
| Attended my Labour and Toil? _ 
I'll tell you, my Friend, tho' *twas hard, 

I now can look back with a Smile. 

The Seed I then ſowed I reap, 

My Garners are treaſured full; 

And Stores of rich Value I keep, 

All ripen'd and ſeaſen'd at School. 


i * 


The Romans in Beauties abound, 

Which none but the Learned can taſte, 
Such Pleaſures among them I've found, 
Not a Word that I read is in waſte. 

Great Tully, that Orator brave, 

How fine is his Language, how bold, 
Haranguing Patricians to fave 

His Country by TIER fold | Fon 


Grave Livy his Hiſtory wrote / 

With Diction ſo nervous and Gnas" 

Juſt ſo his brave Mga og fought,” 

And Freedom's in every Lin 

Suetonius and Salut I'd af 

And Cæſar not any behind; | 

All bright in the Records of Fame, 

And each with the Graces entwin de. 
D 2 But 
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But Virgil more ſolemnly charms 

How ſweet is his paſtoral Life! 

How nobly he thunders in Arms, 

When Aneas urges the Strife! 

But when into Hell he deſcends, 

What Horror ! what Pleaſure he we” Ft: 
His gloomy Abode of the Fiends |! 2 
His happy £ Man Fields! 7 


The amorous Ovid I've read, 
Confeſs he is eaſy and ſmooth ; 

But often his Morals: are bad, 

Not fit for Inſtruction of Youth. 
I'm reſolved to read him no more, 
For Fear he ſhould give me a Taint; 
Tho? Flowers he may have a Store, 
His Poiſon and Sting's my Complaint. 


But Horace, the courtly, I chuſe, 

Who charms me with every Grace; 

So ſoft and ſo ſweet is his Muſe, 

So eaſy and neat is his Phraſe. - 

If to Cz/ar or Chloe he writes, 

To each the juſt Compliments pays; 

His Satire, tho” jocund, yet bites _ 

At the Time when he laughs in your Face. 


I might many more of them name, 
Whoſe Works I peruſe with Delight, | 
Hiſtorians and Poets of Fame 
Philoſophers too I could cite; 


Tho' 
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Tho' Ages in Earth they have lain, 
Still brilliant's their Senſe and their Wit; 
Their Souls are alive, and maintain 

In Science the primary Seat. 


Greece too was the Region where long 
The Muſes their Reſidence choſe, 
Where ſweetly they tuned their Song, 
From whence polite Learning aroſe. 
Whoever will turn up their Mould, ' 
Rich Treaſures of Knowledge will find, 
And. Mines of true genuine Gold 
_ T*embelliſh and brighten the Mind. 


How great my Reward is, you ſee, 
For the Pains I bave taken at School; 
A Fountain it always will be, 

Tho' ever a dreining, yet full. 

My Parents, your Care I muſt own, - 
And thank you for all your Expence ; 
Your Wiſhes [I'll labour to crown, 

By improving in Virtue and Senſe. 
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SONG XVI. 


| MASTER relates bis Adventures af a 
Country Fair ; to the Tune of Packing- 


ton's Pound. 


N long ExpeRation [I waiting had been 
To ſee the fine Fair, which at _ I have 


ſeen, 
And now I will tell you, ſo lend me an Ear, 
The Feats and ſtrange T hings that occurr'd to me 
there. 
The Truth l' relate, 
As it comes in my Pate, 
For yet my Head akes with the Noiſe 'twas fo 


great; 


How I ſqueez'd and was e. at ſo grievous 


a Rate, 
No Flounder L m certain was ever 75 flat. 


The firſt Thing that offer'd itſelf to my View, 
Was Andrew the Merry, of Pye-colour'd Hue; 


He talk'd to his Maſter ſo ſaucy you'd think 


That he was his Equal, or fluſter'd with Drink ; 
His Freaks were ſo feat, 
So trim was his Wit, 

He gave all around him a Fling or a Skit, 


Suck Mouths he made at us, ſuch diſmal wry 


Faces, | - 
As ſet us a laughing, tho? he call'd us all Aﬀes, 
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A pretty young Laſs on a Rope was advanc'd, 
While Andrew he prated, ſhe caper'd and danc'd ; 
With a Pole in both Hands ſhe jump'd up bl 
down, | 
Each Minute I thought n ha' come to the 
Ground, | 
But ſtill ſhe ſtood faſt, 
And came off at laſt _ 
As friſky and briſk as if nothing had paſt. 
Thought I with myſelf, this is ſurely a Witch, 
For never was ſeen fo ſurpriſing a Wretch. 


The Tumbler, as nimble, diverted us too, 
With Poſtures ſo rare, that, to give him his Due, 
I thoughthe'd ha' turn'd hi-afelf out of his 8kin, 
For ſure he'd no Bones, but ail Griſtles within; ; 
From Head to his Foot, 
He ſeem'd a Sheeps-gut, 
Which he twirled about as his Capers he cut ; 
His Back, Arms and Legs every Way he could 
twiſt, - 
And turn'd ev'ry Joint that he had as he lift, 


The next Thing on which my Attention did fix, 
Was a Monkey a jabb'ring and playing his Tricks; 
I toſs'd him an Apple, he caught it, I'm ſure 
No Chriſtian alive cou'd have done it ſo pure; 
And chatter'd, but what | 
Indeed I know not; _ 
Some ſaid he could work, but he would not be 
taught, ba 
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Had Wit to make Verſes as fait as a Poet, 


But Ignorance ſhamm'd, becauſe he'd not do it. 


A Puppet-Shew next did my Fancy allure, 


But ſoon I remember'd I'd ſeen one * before; 


So onward I puſh'd thro* the Midſt of the Fair, 
At laſt a large Cloth I ſaw hang in the Air; 

A Tyger and Bear 

Full at me did ſtare, | | 
And other fierce Monſters I ſaw painted there, 
That look'd in their Figures ſo horrid audacious, 
I ſcare forbore praying, Defend us O Gracious ! 


I hurried away, and came up to the Throng, 

To fee what was doing the People among; 

lere Love I perceived had taken his Stand, 

the Laſſes _ dreſs'd, and with SeUearts well 
mann'd ; 

Each — alert, 

Well acted his Part, 

And gave, as Love's Token a | Ginger-bread 
Heart ; 

Which pleaſed the Girls to a Hair and a Tittle, 

They ſimper'd and ſmil'd like a Firmity Kettle. 


Here the Boys and the Girls, with Halfpence 


and Pence, 
Collected among their old Nurſes and Friends 


See Page 43. 


Buy | 
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Buy Fiddles, and Rattles, and Trumps of the 
ET: HET 
My Ears were quite ſtunn' d with the Noiſe that 
they made; 

Such Squeaking and Squawling, 
- Such Ranting and Bawling, 

In truth I was ſick of ſuch harſh Catterwawling ; ; 
Was vex'd ſo much Time I had fooliſhly ſpent, _ 
And wiſh'd to the Fair I never had went. 


Thought I, as returning I mus'd by the Way, 
How much like a Fool have I ſquander'd the Day ? 
My Reaſon now tells me that all I. have ſeen, 
Is Folly and Nonſenſe, unmanly and mean ; 
For on a Reveiw, 
I ſpeak it for true, 
"Twas all a vain empty, and trifling Shew ; 
A Concourſe of Sharpers, of Fools, and the 
Rabble, 
Confuſion confounded, a Type of old Babel. 


[8] 


SONG XVII 


MasTER wifiting a Friend in a Spung- 
ing-Houſe, finds him in Company 
with the Bailiff and his Followers, 
who are carouſing and Jing? ng the fol- 
lowing Song. 


0 ME, bring here a Soldier's Bottle 
Of old racy, gen'rous Port; 


Methinks I am inclin'd to twottle ; 


I have Fools ſhall pay me for't. 
Tol, lol, &c. 


Ways and Means I have enough on, 


Some may call them knaviſh Tricks, 
But my Conſcience does allow on, 
And will never ſtain my Cheeks, 


Tol, hal, &c. 


See this Spunging-houſe of mine is 
Subject to the Laws I give; 

None dare aſk what my Deſign is; 
Here I'm Monarch while I live. 


- Tal, hl, &c. 


The 


83 
The Cries and Tears of baſe Oppre ſſion 
Are rich Feaſts of Joy to me; 


Here's no Pity nor Compaſſion; 
Here's no Room for Charity. 


Tol, lol, &c. 


In vain you open here your Caſe, Sir, 

Trouble me not with your Tale; ; 
Will you come down ?—for I'm in Haſte, Sir, 
This or go direct to Jail. 


Tol, lol, &c. 


Tour Uſage has been kind and civil; 
Can you ſay, I've been too hard? 
If your Creditor's the Dl, 
He s my Friend, and you-my Ward. 


Tol, lol, &c. 


Come, my Lads, then charge your Glaſſes; 
Let's be merry while we may; | 
Leave the Wretch to his Diſtreſſes; 
We have other Game to play. 


Tol, lol, &c. 
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 MasTER's Reflections on ſeeing a „ 
Execution. 4 

OW wietchad, how woeful's the Caſe ' 

Of. thoſe dying Criminals there! # 

What Horror appears in each Face! : 


How dreadful their Terror and Fear! 


Now Conſcience, that * had been lull'd, 


Awakens to furious Rage; 
With Soothing and Lies had been gull' 1 
Does now rude Hoſtilities wage. 


Their Memories, ſeal'd in Suſpenſe, 
Now open the legible Sera: - 


There regiſter'd ev'ry Offence, 
Confounded, affrighted, behold. 


The Death they ſo often contemn d, 

Now frightful appears in their Eyt6s 3 ; 

The Sentence their Lives that condemn'd, 
Not more their ſad Souls did ſurprize. 


Aſtoniſh'd, the Gallows they view, 


I heir ſad i Doom; 
Confeſs it is juſtly their Due, 
Yet heavily to it they come. 


To 
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To Heaven they caſt up their Eyes, 
And Mercy abufed implore, - 


And utter moſt piteous Cries, 
And pray, as they ne'er did before. 


Wag Þ| 


Eternity opens her Gate, 

Juſt ready their Souls to receive, 

And Angels and Demons await, 

From whom there is none can reprieve. 


Predigious that Proſpe& muſt be, 
Which boundleſs appears to the Sight; 
Two Worlds at that Inſtant they ſee, 


From one to the other's their Flight. 
The Hangman now: faſtens the Rope 


And covers their blubbered Eyes 
Then comforts, them with their laſſ Hope, 52 
And wiſhes them heavenly Joys. 


A few Moments more, and the Cart i 2 ** 
Is withdrawn from under their Feet 53 1 Tf 1777 
From the Goal that Inſtant they ſtart, 52 81211 U 
And plunge to the bottomleſs Pit: 2 


Unleſs their kind F . above, 

Whoſe Mercies their Errors exceed, + 
Extends in their Pardon his Love, - 0 
And thus from their Guilt they are freed. 


| | But 
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But who can this Secret declare ? 
Or how he will deal with thoſe Men, 


Whoſe Lives moſt atrocious are, 
Nor repent before the laſt Scene ? 


What deſperate Courſes they take! 
What infinite Hazard they run! 

To venture their All on a Stake, 

W hich loſt, they're for ever undone ! 


My God, from ſuch Crimes me protect; 
Repleniſh my Soul with thy Grace ; 

My Paſſions and Actions direct 

From firſt to the End of my Race. 


Nor Conſcience, nor Death ſhall then have 
A Power one Trouble to breed; 

In Peace PIl lie down in my Grave, 
Where Worms on my Body may feed. 


My Spirit to Heaven ſhall fly, 

By Wings of bright Seraphs up-borne, 
Where Satan and Sin Þ'll defy, 

Where Crowns in full Glory are worn. 


[ 87 ] 
SONG XIX. 


MASTERS Reſolution fo 45 i 


| Parents. 


From my Bible olainly learn 

(Sure it is then of vaſt Concern) 
That 'tis a Law by Heaven made, 
That earthly Parents be obey'd. 


Nature proclaims the ſame aloud, 
And what ſhe wills muſt needs be good ; 
For God and Nature bid the ſame, © 
And differ yy in the Name, 


Thus anthoriefs; my Parevits will 
Juſtly demand Obedience till ; 

Their Pow'r is not uſurp'd, but giv'n 
By the immediate Hand of Heay' n. 


*Tis They by who Tm cloath'd and fed; ; 
By them to Learning I am bred; | 
From them my Being I receiv'd, 

And ever fince have been reliev'd. 


Their Care a thouſand Ways i is Sana; 1 
A thouſand Ways to me unknown; 
When I am fleeping in my Bed | 
wy Welfare fills their thoughtful Head, 
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Pt: tender them my utmoſt Aid; 
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Thro' various Scenes I ſee them run, 
Anxious for me, and me alone; 
Their Troubles daily I can ſee, 
And all their Carking is for me. 


To fix me in a happy State, | 
And make me happy, rich and great, 


Is their whole Study Day and Night, - 


For this they ſtrive with al] their Might. 


Shall I, Ingrate ! their Spirits vex? 
Their Minds diſorder, and perplex 
With my. fantaſtic, hum'rous Will, 

And all their Days with Sorrow an ? 


Dare I, ah Wretch ! with ſurly Brow, 
What they command refuſe to do? 
Or Anſwers pert and croſs return 
When me my Duty they would leun? 


No! Ill conform, without Diſpute 


Still to whate're their Pleaſures ſuit; _ 
This I will make my chief Delight, 
It is my _— tis their W | 


If Crofſes and Aflictions eat 


Fall on their Heads with heavy Weigbt, 
The Load from them 1 will remove, 
Or ſtrive to | eaſe Ko with my n 


If down with Sickneſ hay are 7 


Ty 
T'll plead with God, and never ceaſe. 
*Till he reſtore them Health and Eaſe, 


Jesvs, who would no Equal « own 

In Heav'n or Earth, but Gop alone, 

Yet, cloath'd in Fleſh, and young in Ng 

His Earthly E he reveres. 11 N 
His great 83 my Guide, 1 115228 
And humble low my growing Pridez 
Like Him I'll be a duteous Child, 


Loving and tenders mee ang mild. 


bebe Ek 
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HEN I am myſelf ſuxveying 
| And my blooming Features view, ! 
Pleas'd, I ſcarce forbear from ſaying, 21 
Praiſe and Homage are my D "=o 


I'm the Darling of my Mother, 
Friends and Kindred fondle. me: 
And the Ladies almoſt ſmothger 
Me with Kiſſes conſtantly, 5 


Many 
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Many little Wretches begging 
Daily are before my Eyes; 


Some that ſcarce have got a Rag on; 
1 am ſhock d to hear their Cries. 


Y Many go with hungry Bellies, 

| Without Shoes to hide their Feet ; 
"mY Hardly know of Meat the Reliſh, 

1 | Strolling up and down the Street. 


I've a pleaſant Habitation, 
Raiment warm and wholeſome Food ; 
I lie on a Bed of Faſhion ; WO 
1 b rr Exod: age 8 words 


9 To whoſe 8 am 11 Debtor, 
"i That to others I'm preferr'd ? 
Mn Many, who deſerve them better, 
1 Of theſe Bleſſings are tad 


"nl Can I a that I am ener 2] 

i Than the Wretches I behold ? 

Is my Blood more rich, or ſweeter ? 
Am I of a finer Mould? 


9 
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No! it is my heavenly Father 
Who has thus diſtinguiſh'd me; 
Him [I'll ever praiſe, and rather 

Die than I'Il ungrateful be. 
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I, like them, with Sorrows laden, 
Had been naked, blind or lame; 


Not a Place to hide my Head in, 
Left to Want, to Sin and Shame. 


Thoſe J ſee diſtreſs'd and empty, 

Might have been as I am now, 
Cloath'd and warm'd, and bleſs'd with Plenty, 
Had my God been pleaſed fo. 


And tho? I in Fulneſs flouriſh, 

And enjoy all earthly 'Things, 
'Theſe are Goods that quickly periſh ; 
Riches have the fleeteſt Wings. 


Thoſe to-day elate, and ſhining 
In each gaudy Scene the Chief, 

May the next, in Goal repin ing, 
See their Children need Relief. 


Should it pleaſe the Will of Heaven 
With my Parents thus to deal, 

I from all may ſoon be driven, 
And theſe dreadful Evils feel. 


O with Robes of Grace array me, 
Give, O God, an humble Mind; 

No AMiction ſhall diſmay me, | 
Let me but thy Favour find. 


Thanks 
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Thankful, grant I may be ever, 
For the Bleſſings I enjoy; 
For thy Love ungrateful never, 
_ in Praiſe my Time employ. 


A Se nere hin yo 


a 
Mas rTER's Saturday-N gs Account. 


NOTHER Week is gone, 
A But what is the Amount | 
Of Good or HI that I have done? 
Let's ſettle the Account. 


Time paſſes ſwift along; 
| I ſcarce know when tis here; 
Juſt like a pleaſant Tale or Song 
That fest charms mine . 


Vet ev'ry Hour I live. 
Is Mercy from above; 
And not a Blefling I receive, 
But ſhews my Maker's Love. 


Nothing that I enjoy 

Is to my Merit due; 
My Time and Talents I employ 

In Sin and Folly too. 


THE 
Thus when I'm up and dreſs'd 
J ſcarcely bend my Knees 


. To thank my God for os and Reft, 


Or a mere F orm it is. 


j 
— 


When I to School am ſent, 


Where 1 ſhould learn my Book, ** 


On Play my Mind is eager bent, 
Nor a Reltwint can broox. 


My Parents, tho? they chile, ili bat. 


I'm careleſs to obey; 
Their Leſſons hardly I abide, 
But wiſh. myſelf away. 


My Strength, I well perceive, 

Is feeble as tis young; 

And tho' with all my Power I ftrive, 
' Temptations are too ſtrong, 


Yet if thy Grace aſſiſt, 

1 hope to conquer ſtill, 
And ſhall at length be ever bleſs'd, 
If fo my Maker will. 
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BEC 
$0N6 ml - 
MasTER's & unday Meditations. 


T HIS Day my bleſſed Saviour roſe 
Triumphant from the Tomb, 


And Sin and Death, his conquer'd Foes, - 


Did then receive their Doom. 


In vain the wicked Jews combin'd 
His Sepulcher to fence ; 

Vain are their Efforts when devgn'd 
To cloſe Omnipotence. 


Freſh as the Morning, ſee him riſe, 
With Glories new array'd ; 

Beneath, his gnaſhing Enemies 
Vanquiſh'd and 1 Laid. 


Angels the Great 8 laud, 


And join in Songs of Praiſe; 
Homage the newly riſen God, 
And tune their vocal Lays. 
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In Chorus ſweet united fing 
The Man that lately bled ; 


With Voice and Harp ſalute their King, 
Their Glory and _ Head. 


They ſing the Wrath of God appeas d, 
And Juſtice reconcil'd, _ 4 

And Man from Chains of Sin releas* d, 
And Powers of Darkneſs ſpoil d. 


And thus they celebrate the Morn, 
That ſaw our Saviour riſe; 


A Face of Joy in Heaven is worn, 
And Smiles thro' all the Skies. 


Can Man unthankfully refuſe 
The Tribute of his Praiſe ? 
Can we, as cruel as the Vetus, 

His Memory deface ? _. 


Angels rejoic'd when they beheld 
Him riſing from the Grave, 
And all the Promiſes fulfill 'd 

In Jz$svs, Man to ſave. 


Can we his wondrous Love forget, 
This Day ſo greatly ſhewn ? 

Can Man be only the Ingrate, 
For whom ſo much was done ? 


[ - 96 ] 
Or ſhall we idly ſpend the Day, ; : 
Or with our Sports prophatie, 
On which our Saviour did diſplay _ 
His boundleſs Love for Man? - 


No! to his Temple I will go, 
And meet my gracious Lord; 
What is his Will I there ſhall know, 
From his moſt holy Word. g 


* 


PAR T IIL 


Songs on Divine, Moral, and 
other SUBJECTS. 


GEISHA 
% . 00d 
Gop's Omnipotence. 


HEN I ſurvey with curious Eye 
The Wonders of the Earth and Skie, 
I'm ſtruck with vaſt Amaze ; 
The glorious Sun, like burning Gold, 
And Stars unnumber'd I behold 

In the etherial Space. 


Swift, and yet regular, they move, 

Thro' the wide azure Fields above, 
And never loſe their Way: 

Their ſtation'd Roads exactly keep, 

Nor once, in their prodigious Sweep, 

| In Ather go aſtray. 


E 5 Who 
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Who form'd their Orbs ſo large and bright, 
To light the Day and ſtar the Night, 

At ſuch a Diſtance plac'd :? 
Who gave the Sun his active Heat, 
Or who his Radiance create, 


Or with ſuch Glories grac'd? 


Who drew. the Air, like to a Robe, 
Around this great terraqueous Globe, 
And gave it Strength and Force? 
At whoſe Command do Storms ariſe, 
And Clouds and Darkneſs ſpread the Skies ? 
Say, where” s. the. L Source? 


His Being whence did Man derive ? 
How came he firſt to breathe and live ? 
Or who. his Soul inſpir'd ? 
His Thoughts are boundleſs, ſwift they fly 
From World to World, from Earth to Skies, 
Nor will admit Foptroul: 7 


Who gave him his capacious Mind, 

For Contemplation, high deſign d, 
Above the brutal Herds ? 

Who taught his Tongue the vocal Art 

To ſpeak the Language of the Heart, 


And form his Thoughts in Moria? 


The vaſt Abyſs 4 — mbo! b 
Prepar'd their Bed, and bid them flow, 
And bound them in with Sand f 


— 


Who 


I 
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Who in their Boſom did comprize 
The F iſh of ev'ry Kind and Size ? 
Or who's their feeding Hand ? 


Tell me, 8 had the noble Steed N 
His gen'rous Spirit and his Speed, 

Or whence in War ſo brave? | 
The Lion's ſtout, and bold, and wrong, 454 
And reigns as King the Beaſts: among; 

But who his Courage gave ? 


That Bees and Ants are People wile, 
Is evident to human Eyes, | 
But who their Wiſdom guides ? 
How came the Bird fo nicely ſkill'd, 
Her Neſt fo curiouſly to build, . 

Wherein her Young ſhe hides? 


The bearded Corn, and bladed Grafs, 
From Seeds and Roots to Being paſs, 

But trace their Origin ; 35 
The num'rous Produce of the Earth 3 
Confeſs a much ſuperior Birth, 

But where does it begin ? 


Say, thou preſumptuous Atheiſt, ſay, 
Who gave Beginning to the Day, 
And who ordain'd the Night? - _ 


E 1 
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Who form'd the Clouds to hold the Rain, 


To water Earth, and raiſe the Grain 
Long bury'd out of Sight ? 


*I was the great ſelf-ſufficient Cauſe 
That gave to Nature all her Laws; 
Her Author and her Guide ; 
No leſs than an Almighty Pow'r 
For Beings, beingleſs before, 
Exiſtence could provide. 


Shpbpbptbtypbttphppptppppbſtpi$pths 
SONG NI. 
The BIB L E. 


Recious BIBLE, how I love thee! 
*Tis the ſacred Word of Gop ; 


Nothing do I prize above thee; 
*Tis to Heav'n the Guide and Road, 


-- 


Here I find a gracious Promiſe 
To thoſe Sinners that repent ; 

Here I ſee my Foe o'ercome is 
When on my Deſtruction bent, 


Here I read how Man rebellious 
Firſt involv'd himſelf in Guilt; 
And the facred Pages tell us 


What his Progeny have felt, 
8 Still 
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Still from bad to worſe proceeding, 
Till they loft all Senſe of Good; 
I'm aſtoniſh'd while Pm reading, 
| Frighten'd ſee the riſing Flood. 


Maaß, midſt the Wrath impending, 
Safely rides upon the Waves; 

Glad I ſee his Gop defend him, 
Who his Own from Ruin faves. 


Safe, at laſt, behold him landing, 

And his priſon'd Charge releaſe ; 
On Ararat's Mountain ſtanding, 
Pouring forth his Thanks and Praiſe. 


Me another Sight amazes, 

As I farther on am led; 

Babel, monſtrous Building! raiſes 
To the Clouds her tow'ring Head. 


But the Builders are a | 
And their Pride and Labour loſt; 

Pride, altho* by nothing bounded, 
Eaſily by Heaven's croſs d. 


— 


Ab ram by Fehovah favour'd, 
By ſevereſt Trials prov'd, 


Kept his Faith, and never waver d. 


Tho' afflicted, ſtill he lov'd. 


E 3 


See 
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See another Scene prodigious, 
Sodom periſhing in Flames; 

Her vile People ſo flagitious 
Dreadful Judgments only tame. 


Strange! in five large Cities peopled, 
Only one good Man was found; 

Strange] that he with Age enfeebled, 

Firmly ſhould maintain his Ground! 


Wond' ring I read fam'd Iſrael's Story, 


What miraculous Events! 
All to manifeſt the Glory 
Of directing Providence. 


Tho' with ten- fold Plagues afflicted, 

Pharaoh {ill th'Almighty braves, 
Till he meets the Fate predicted, 
Buried under whelming Waves. 


On OS oi pes” AP el Gar bg G6 
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Thro' the Wilderneſs all barren, 
God his choſen People leads; 

Them on Wings of Mercy carrying, 
Them with heavenly Manna feeds. 


Next, to add another Wonder, 
When to Sinai's Mount they came, 

Gop reveals himſelf in Thunder, 
Lightning and amazing Flame. 
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Solemn, dreadful was the Radiance 


Which th' Omnipotent diſplay'd, 
When 1/rael he taught Obedience 
To the righteous Laws he made. 


Next I ſee them Jordan paſſing, 
Thro' the quick divided Flood, 

Her rapid Torrent then confeſſing 
The ſuperior Hand of God. 


Foſhua, the mighty Warrior, 
Puſhes on his Victories; 

Bravely breaks the ſtrongeſt: Barrier; 
Ev'ry Foe before him flies. | 


The Sun his fiery Chariot driving 
O'er the ſhining azure Field, 
Stopt his Journey, Jaſbua giving 
His Command for ſtanding ſtill. 


Various were JeHovan's Dealings 
With this moſt rebellious Race; 

Still he pities all their Failings, 
Full of Mercy, full of Grace. 


Oft his Goodneſs would reclaim 'em, 
But his Goodneſs ſtrove in vain; 
Neither Prieſt nor Prophet ſhame em, 
Nor their holy Laws reſtrain. 


E 4 
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Then th' Almighty's Anger burning, 
Stretches forth his dreadful Rod, 


Into Plagues their Bleſſings turning, 
Till they knew again their Gop. 


Thus my Bible does inſtruct me 

In the Ways of Gop with Man; 

And theſe ſacred Leaves conduct me 4 
Thro' wife Providence's Plan. 


On the Goſpel next I ponder, 

And my Knowledge there improve; 
Ev'ry Page unfolds a Wonder, 

iy ry Line is full of Love. 


Here I fee my Saviour doing 
Miracles of Love for Man; 

And by all his Actions ſhewing 
Man's Salvation was his Plan, 


He gave his Life a Satisfaction 
For the Sins that we had wrought, 
And his glorious Reſurrection | 
Our complete Redemption brought. 


All the Doctrines he promulged 
Were as Oracles divine; 

Truths celeſtial he divulged, 

And enlarg'd the human Mind. 


Wn 1 G0 
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Gop the Father reconciled 
To offending guilty Men, 

Death and Pow'rs\ of Darkneſs foiled, 
And their Weapons render'd vain. 


The Gates of Heaven are expanded, 
And reveal eternal Bliſs; | 
And we kindly are commanded 

To embrace our Happineſs. 


Laws he gave ſo plain and holy, 


None need murmur, none miſtakese 


Sure it is ſupreameſt Folly 
If thoſe Laws we lightly break. 


Gracious Lord, my Soul enlighten 
By thy Sane i in the Truth; | 
May from Sin thy Anger frighten _ 
My too raſh and thoughtnls Youth. 


COLE 62th $292 251649: TY 
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Meditations in a CHURCHY ARD- 


HEN lonely I walk o'er the: numerous 
Dead, 
Here Graves of all Sizes around me are ſpread; 
How ſolemn the Sight is! how deep it affects 
* trembling Soul with the Thoughts it reflects! 


23 


« # 
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Theſe Bodies, which now are reduced to Clay, 
Once flouriſh'd in Vigour, were ſprightly and 
| . BY 5 
For Beauty, or Wiſdom, or Valour renown'd, 
Now all on a Level are laid in the Ground. 
There's one whom I knew, for he ruled the 
Roaſt, | 
Was puff d up with Pride, and look -d big in his ö 
Poſt ; 1 
And hve lies a Lazar, who begg'd at his Door, 
Now tell me how differ the Rich from the Poor? 


Here one in magnificent Tomb is interr'd, 
To ſhew he was not of the Plebeian Herd, 
Yet nothing within it but Duſt you will fnd, 
A Lecture to combat Ambition deſign'd. 


A Lady there * I remember her well, 

Who in Beauty did all her fair Neighbours excel ; 
The Roſe and the Lily that bloom'd in her Face, 

Now Reptiles and filthy Corruption deface. 


There's the Grave of a Beau, once famous at 


Court 
For gayeſt Apparel, now cover'd with Dirt; ; 
That Head, which of F aſhions and Modes was 


ſo full, 
I now a bare, «: aked, and empty foul Scull 


Here 


107 ] 
Here is one who was known for his Wit and d 
Jeſts, 


His Tongue, ſo loquacious, now ſilently * 3 
His Jibes and his Jokes never more will offend, 


And the Fool and mai p e N 


Friend. 

Here lies a young Spendthrift, a Rake of ”_” 
nown, 

For wenching and drinking well known to the 
Town; 


By Maidens once dreaded, * Huſbands | Was 


curs' d, 


Now cloſe in a Coffin his Body is bar d. 


And there's an old Miſer, a covetous Hunks, 
Who ſtarved his Body to fill his large Trunks; 
By pinching and ſqueezing tho' Thouſands he got, 
Now Aſhes and Worms are his pitiful Lot. 


A Philoſopher there, once e and wiſe, 
Now mixt with the Fooliſh and Ignorant lies; 
His Tongue is now dumb, and his Arguments 
mute, 

With his Brethren the Dead he can hoon no Diſ- 


. Ar 8 


Here Pride and Ambition laid low I behold, . 
And Bodies, once glorious, all haſt'ning to Mould 5 

How lofty ſoever in Life they appear'd, 1 
Now crumbling to Duſt, are no longer rever'd. 


— 
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And form the ſame Body as once it was known. 
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F 105 has fix d on their Graves its own durable 


Seal, 
Which none can break up, 
nel 
His Purpoſe to judge all the Rate of Mankind, 


And the Captives of Death from their Chains ſhall 
unbind. 


"till th' Almighty 


The Fleſh at the Bones, which for Ages had 
lain 

All moulder'd together, ſhall then riſe again; 

Each Atom and Particle come to its own, 


Then, then ſhall bs ſeen who were righteous and 
good, 

And who of Religion wore only the Hood; 

The Atheiſt, with Horror, convinced, ſhall own 


An Omnipotent Gop by his terrible Frown. 


Ele 
S8. 0 G IV. 5 


The PaSSTONATE MAN. 


E that yields bimſelf to Paſſion, : 
His own F olly does betray 


Troubleſome in cry Station, 


Is coat ev'ry I'D. 


l. 199] 
Trifles ſet him in a Ferment; 
Seldom long he's ever pleas d; 
Is his own and others Torment; 
All about him ever teaz'd.- - 


If his Dinner's not on Table 
At the, Moment he directs, 
Rage and Fury and Diable 

Sure attend ſuch dire Neglects. 


Does a Child, in Cradle rocked, 
But exalt its little Voice, 

How his fretful, Humour's ſhocked 
With the horrid. brawling Noiſe ! 


Should his Cravat not be pleated. 
Moſt exactly in the Mode, 

How his careleſs Wife is rated, 
Fooliſh, and for nothing good. 


At the Tavern if a Waiter 

Should forget to do as bid, 
Inſtantly he falls to batter 

The poor Fellow's thoughtleſs Head. 


All his n are in Panic 
Leſt this Humour on him ſeize, 
Which they know is ſo tyrannic, 
All they do can never pleaſe. 


What 


1 


What dire Miſchiefs have been a 
In a Paſſion violent? 
Bloody Murders oft effected, 
In "a giving Fury vent. 


Rage is blind as any Beetle, 
Void of Thought or common Senſe ; 

Lets not Reaſon, e' er ſo little, 

Shew the diſmal — 


Thus the furious Mood purſuing, 
*Till his Anger's raging mad, 

Man may bring à dreadful Ruin 
On his own ill-fated Head. 


Yet perhaps in him 'Good-Nature 
Is the Virtue moſt prevails ; 


He is kind to ev'ry Creature, 
Only in his Paffion fails. 


Yet what Work for long Contrition 
Does ungovern'd Fury make ! 
How *twill alter his Condition! 


Lay his Happineſs at Stake 


Some to Pity are inclined, 
Seeing one thus over-borne; 
Yet, if Juſtice is not blinded, 
He deſerves the utmoſt Scorn. 


L BET IJ 


Why to Man is Reaſon given, 
But his Paſſions to ſubdue ? 
This was the Deſign of Heaven, 
Who his angry Nature knew. 


Heavenly Father, who beſtoweſt 
All thy Gifts as ſuits thy Wil; 
Give me ſuch, whereby thou kriowelt 
I thy Pleaſure may fulfil, 
Still by Reaſon may I govern, 
And my riſing Paſſions quell; 
Tho' by Nature I am ſtubborn, 
Make me humble 'to > thy WII. 


r rettete ester 


SONG V. 
Nothing New under the Sun. 


6 Omplaints of the Times we moſt n a 
hear, | 
And preſent with former are apt to compare, 
Yet nothing is new we may truly declare, 
Which Nobody can _ denys deny, which Nobody 
can deny. |; 


PraQtice of Courts is the flthe as of Old, 
Where Honour is bought, and where Conſcience 
| is ſold, 

Such ever, *tis plain, was the Pow of Gold, 


| Which Nobody, &c. 
. | «74 Am- 


E 
Ambition and Grandeur were formerly rife, - 
And always th* Occaſion of Wars and of Strife, 
Such ſtill is the higher Condition of Life, 
Which Nobody, &c. 


Falſe Cheats and Deceivers were always in Vogue, 

No Kingdom was ever yet free from a Rogue, 

And ſtill we have thoſe that will lie and collogue, 
Which Nobody, &c. 


The Antients for Minde; and Rapine were fam'd, 

And few by the Precepts of Virtue were tam'd, 

And Crimes no leſs horrid the Moderns have ſham'd, 
Which Nobody, &c. 


Mere Nature, unaided by heavenly Grace; 
Wore always the ſame unregenerate Face, 


And ſtill is to Reaſon the greateſt Diſgrace. 
Which Nobody, &c. 


Religion was ever the ſtalking Diſguiſe, 

The Step and the Stirrup to Honour to riſe, 

And Hypocrites ſtill will deceive our — 
Which n &c. 


Of Modes and of Faſhions the Women are fond, 
The antient fair Ladies with us correſpond, 
In * whimſical Dreſſes went even beyond, 
Which Nobody, &c. 
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That the Antients had likewiſe W . and their 
Beals, 17 N 
Their Smarts and their Witlings, we well OP 
ſuppoſe, 
And Moderns can rival 'em e'ery one knows, 
. Which Nobody, ke. 1 10 A 
The Ladies of Old had their Prudes and — 
Were ſkilfully verſed in ſpreading their Nets, 


And ours as notably practiſe their F Wr 
Which Nobody, 8c. 


The Youth of chefs Ages were frolick and g 
And Heaven or Parents would ſeldom obey, 
Can better be ſaid of the Youth of this Day ? 
FLhich Nobedy, LEY 


Old mn among the Great Antients wwe find, 
For Wiſdom once famous, grown feeble in Mind, 

And our doating Seniors come ng AY 
: » Which Nobody, Rc. 


No Vanity ever yet reign'd among Men, 
But daily Experience can ſhew it agen; 
And ev 'ry Age is the ſame acted Scene, 

Hr tugels Nobody, Kc. [18 ö 


To conclude then our 1 as at firſt we Fay 
(Tho copious the Subject, and farther might run; 
* s nothing we ſee that's new under the — 

: Which Nobody, &c. 
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dun- rifing in a Summer's Morning. 


ow bright is the Sun when he ſprings from 
the Eaſt? 

How gratefully welcom'd by Man and by Beaſt? 
How chearfully riſes each one from his Reſt, 

And applies to the Work of the Day? 
The hazy foul Fogs he diſpels in a trice, 
And purges the Air as he mounts up the Skies, 
While Man the choice Bleflings of Heaven enjoys 

By the Light of his „ Ray. 


The Dew on the Graſs, how it liſtens aſs ws, 


Like Drops of clear Chryſtal, or Di'monds in Mines? 


Ale drinks ein all up till no Moiſture he finds, 


And ſhews Mother Earth in her Green. 


No ſooner his Beams in the Firmament glow, 


But Stars hide their Heads, nor their Luſtre can 
ſhew, 
And the Regent of Night alinies longer below, 
Till his Abſence makes Room for the Queen. 


The Farmer up-riſes and viſits. the Field, 


To ſee what Reward his long Labours wou'd 


yield, 
And how the Corn grows on the Lands he had 
till'd, 
And how forward the Graſs to be mown ; 
The 


[15 ] 
The Shepherd releaſes his Flocks from their Pounds, 
And leads them away to the Lawns and the 
em. © 
To crop the green Herbage now freſh on the 
Grounds, | 
E' er the Coolneſs of e is gone. 


Now Roger is trudging away for the Cows, 
Who anſwer his Summons, and meet him with 


Lows, 

And Nan with her Pails has juſt quitted the Houſe, 

| And merrily ſings a Love- Song. 

'The roſy-comb'd Cock with his Mates now 
a-light | . 

From the Rooſt where they'd lovingly been all 

dhe Nil. --- 

With the State of a Monarch he tops them in 


Height, 
As before thee he marches along. 


The Birds quit their Neſts to provide for their 
Young, | 
Or perch on the Branches, and warble a Song, 
Or chirrup and prattle the Buſhes among, 
And joyful ſalute the new Sun ; 
The Lark mounts aloft, where ſhe quivers and ſings, 
And throws out her Notes as ſhe hangs on her 
Wings, | 
While the Welkin all round with the Melody rings, 
And commands all Attention alone. 


Al 
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All Nature delighted, looks pleaſant and gay, 
The Flowers their Beauties and Fragrance dif- 
play, 
The Role again opens her Bofom to Day, 
And increaſes the beautiful Scene ; 
Earth's numerous Progeny ſmiling embrace 


The Sun's ſoft enlivening, genial Rays, 
And quicken their Growth and their Ripeneſs 


a pace, 
For the Uſe of induſtrious Men. 


But who was the Sun's mighty Author and Source ? 
Who order'd his Motions and bounded his Force, 
To trace ſo exactly his annual Courſe, 
As never to vary an Hour ? 
Twas Heaven's Almighty that furniſh'd his Blaze, 
His Strength and his Swiftneſs to finiſh his Race, 
And Journeys immenſe thro' th'etherial Space, 
Him then let Creation adore. 


| NEXT Ne We 


SGSN YL 
Vanity of Een all is Vanity. 


F Vanity now it's my Purpoſe to ſing, 
Tho' light be my Subject, yet ſure it's a 
Thing 


Well known to the Peaſant, a Lord, and a King. 
. Tal, 1. Take 


EF 
Take a View of the whole wide Univerſe round, 
Vain Glories in every Station abound, 


Among High and Low, and the Sickly and Sound. 
Tol, lol. 


The Stateſman, who long tyranniz'd at the Helm; 

Oppreſſed the People, and burden'd the Realm, 

And rooted appear'd like an over-grown Elm; 
| Tol, lol. 


At length the ſharp Axe decollates his Head, 
And ftretch'd on a Scaffold he ſprawling is laid; 
Then where are the Hopes his Ambition had fed if 

Tol, lol. 1 


My Lord with gay Equipage flaunts it at Court, 

A Coach and ſix Flanders his Grandeur ſupport, 

And well may he do it who pays nothing for t. 
Tol, lol, 3 


* 


His Mercer, preſuming his Bill to preſent, 

E'en juſt as he came, ſo away he is ſent, 

For my Lord bas not yet received his Rent. 
Tol, l. | 


The Taylor, the Butcher and Grocer they may, 

By daubing the Steward, be ſet a long Day, 

At preſent are Debts of more Honour to n 
Tol, lol. | 
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His Lordſhip at Gaming; has had a bad Run, 

But yet I don't doubt he'll recover it ſoon, 

Fe or Fortune illt humour d was never long known. 
Tol, lol. 


The Beau, all bedaubed with Silver and Gold, 
With Eſſence perfumed, moſt gay to behold, 
A rotten foul Carcaſe thoſe Glories enfold. 

Tol, lol. 


The Lady, with Riches of India bedight, | 
And Di'monds and Jewels, to grace the Birth- 
night, 
Pays well to the Broker for looking lo bright. 
Tol, lol. 


The Miſer, who grudges the Commons of Life, 

Who ſpends all his Days in Labour and Strife, 

In conſtant Succeſſion of Cares and of Grief; 
Tol, lel. 


Who ſtarves his own Body, his Garments thread- 
bare, 
Nor has of his Thouſands a Shilling to ſpare, 
But hoards it all up for the Good of his Heir; 


Tol, lol. 


His Heir proves a Spendthrift, and braves it away, 

In whoring and drinking, by Night and by Day, 

At Balls, Maſquerades, and more ruinous Play. 
Tel, bel. 

At 


[mg] 
At lengthithe tall Oaks in the Park muſt be fel/d, 
And from the old. Manſion. himſelf; is expell'd, 
And ſtarving, i in Priſon at Inf is. beheld; | 


The Prieſt is at firſt a_ laborious Man, 
And exerts all his Talents the beſt that he can, 
And works. in the Vineyard with; Heart and: with 
Hand, 

Til, lol. 


Some pious good Patron obſerving his Pains, 

His orthodox Doctrine, and heavenly Strains, 

His Labour how great, and how little his Gains; 
Tol, bl. 


Preſents Dim a Living, 1 noble and rich, 
Not doubting, the People with Vigour he'd, teach, 
And ſtill with more Ardour would pray and would 


preach. 
Tol, Jel. 


Sincerely I wiſh it could never be faid 
The Man by Preferment leſs zealous is made, 
That ſome make Religion no more than a Trade. 


Tol, lol. 


If every Biſhop a SECKAR would be, 

And, DovsrTy, each Miniſter imitate Thee, 

Religion and Virtue ſoon flouriſh we'd ſee. 
Tol, lol. 


Again; 
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Again; there are others to purchaſe a Fame, 
Will build a fine Houſe, and put on it their N ame, 
The Heir anon, plays it off at a Game. 

Tel, lol. 


A thouſand odd Vanities we might relate, 

In ev'ry Conditition, and every State, 

Among the ſmall Vulgar as well as the Great, 
Tol, hl. „Lt 


The Flights of Ambition, and Thirſt of Renown, 
The groſſeſt of Vanities often have ſhewn, 
F. rom the Top of high Pinnacles tumbled down, 


Tol, lol. 


What Folly i is Grandeur, Ambition and Pride, 
And all the Attendants of Glory beſide, | 


Since nothing of all beyond Death is enjoy d? 
Tol s lol. 


True Glory is founded in Virtue alone ; 

For Triumphs by Baſeneſs and Perfidy won 

The Blaze of high Titles can never atone. 
Tol, lol. 


10 


SONG 


EY 


The BRE. 


ITTLE, buſy, humming Bee, 


Blithe and bonny, ſtill we ſee 
Thee on Wing, or on the Flow'r, 
While the Sun has any Pow'r 
Haſtening out, or flying Home 
With the Sweet of ev'ry Bloom. 

With the Sweet, &c. 


See her loaded now arrive 
To her glaz'd or ſtraw-built Hive 
Up ſhe gets .into her Cell, 
There depoſits all her Mel; 
Builds a Wall of Wax to ſcreen 
It in her rich Magazine, 

It in her, c. 


Then ſhe ne to the Mead, 
Hunts in ev'ry Flower's Head; 
Plunders 'em of all their Store, 
Hoards it up, and goes for more; 
All collects with niceſt Taſte, 
All collects in mighty Haſte, 

All collects, c. 


When her Offspring in the Comb 5 
Are too num'rous for the Room; 


F 


41 
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Then the Queen ſelects a Band, 

They obey «her high Command; 

On ſome bright, ſun-ſhiny Day, 

Forth they pour in brown Array. 
Forth they, c. 


Soon they gather in the Air, 

And an Army large appear; 
Humming, playing to and fro, 
Undetermin'd where to go, 

* Till by tinkling Pan perplex'd, 
On a neighbouring Bough are fix'd. 
Lee. | 


When the Evening comes on, 
Bough is cut and handed down; 
Hive, with Herbs of 'fweet Perfume 
Rub'd, invites them to their Home; 
There again renew their Toils 
While the Summer on then fmiles, 
While the, Cc. 
So induſtrious is the Bee, 
Idlers none with her agree; 
But ſhe ferrets out the Drone 
That her Food would live upon; 
None by her's allow'd to eat 
But by Labour what they get. 
But by, Sc. | 


[ 223 ] 


Long as they have any Store 
Never look abroad for more; 
Nor to others will they give, 
Nor from others ought receive; 
Will their very Lives expend 3 
Their Proviſions to defend. 4 6 
Their Proviſions, &c, : 


But the fatal Time is come 

For their undeſerved Doom; 

That for which they wrought ſo hard, 
That on which they richly far d, 

They muſt loſe, and, with their Lives, 
All the Treaſure of their Hives. 
All the, Sc. 


Sorrowful Cataſtrophe 

Of the honeft painful Bee ! 

Thouſands in a Moment die, 

That their Garners may ſupply 

Man with their luxurious Food, 

All is given for human Good, 
All it, ce 


But the Bee's aſſiduous Care 

In the Summer to prepare 

Food for Winter's cold Extreme, 

Is for Man a uſeful Theme; 

*Tis a Leſſon he ſhould learn, 

*Tis to him of great Concern. 
*Tis to, Cc. 


F 2 Youth 
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Youth and Manhood is the Prime, 
And the Summer of his Time ; 

If that Time is idly ſpent, 

Which for Action him was lent, 
Winter comes with double Force, 


And old Age with deep Remorſe. 
And old Age, &c. 


dae ee 


SONG IX. 
Songs on the Twelve Months in the Year. 


nan 


IME is paſling, never laſting, 
Laſt Year's Circle now is run; 
Time's ſwift Current is a Torrent, 
Never ending, once begun. 


Father Janus, entertain us 
With thy double-faced Smile; 
Winter waſting, Summer haſting, 
Backward, forward looking, hail ! 


Phebus, welcome, tho' but ſeldom 
We thy ſhining Face can view 
Cold's the Weather, Ills we gather, 
Rheums and Agues ſtill we rue. 


Froſt 


[1725] 
Froſt and Snow is biting Noſes, 
Making wat'ry Eyes to weep 
Yet the Winter has not ſent her 
Northern Myrmidons to ſleep. 


Fingers aking, Body ſhaking, 
Creeping to the Fire- ſide; 

Wives are charming, Beds are warming, 
Snug and cloſe in them we hide. 


Dick and Dolly, ill au Math, 
Kate and Robin, Beſs and Ned, 

Supper ended, all are blended, 
Playing Frolicks *till to Bed. 


Maſters twottle o'er their Bottle, 
Smoak, and tell a merry Tale; 

And the Ladies Evening Trade is 
Cards, at which they ſeldom fail. 


But the Leſſon that this Seaſon - 
Dictates to us what to do, 

Is to bleſs Him, and confeſs Him 
Who has ſpar'd us hitherto. 


One Year more has paſſed o'er us ; 
How have we the Time employ'd. ? 
Is there any, but has many 
Mercies by himſelf enjoy'd ? 


1 
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Life's continu'd, tho' we've finned; 

To the new advanced Year; 

Let us never, O] no, never 
Thankleſs be. for Heaven's Care, 


e ee e eee ee eee 
SONG X. 
FEBRUARY. 


OLD and drizling Showers wet, 5 3 
And the Day o'er-clouded is; © 7 
Winter has not left us yet; : 
Nipping Winds aſſail my Phiz. 


- Bleak and ſharp's the hazy Morn; 

' Seldom we can ſee the Sun; 
When we do, he's trimm'd and ſhorn 

Of his Rays, and quickly gone. 


Thick'ning Fogs my Way becloud, 
Scarce five Yards as I can ſee; 

Quite invelop'd in a Shroud, _ 
Hardly know a Man from Tree. 


Right this Month is call'd the Tail 
Of the tedious Winter paſt 3 

Froſt and Snow, or pearly Hail, 
Driven by a furious Blaſt, 


Give 
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Give us Winter's laſt Adieu, 

And a ſurly one it is; 
Yet a little while, and you 
Shall have Weather more to pleaſe. 


Come, my Lads, then take your Chear, 
Pancakes ſugar d, Fritters too, 

Or a Froiſe, the monthly Fare; 
Here's good Ale for me and you. 


Thus we'll comfort us a-while, 
Till this Month of Feb is gone; 
Then the Spring will on us. ſmile, 

And the kindly warming San. 


So when Troubles thee ſurround, 
Clouds of Darkneſs o'er thee roll, 

No-where Comfort's to be found, 
For thy ſad deſponding Soul; 


Patient wait the dark Event; 
Providence will work a Way 
To thy long deſir'd Content, 

And thy Winter turn to May. 


If the Storm ſtill rages high, 
Let thy Virtue Pilot be; 
All its Fury then defy, 
Tho' thy Veſſel wrecked be. 


14 SONG 


— mem age — — — — m 
— — 2 _— m 
- wy : — — 
* p — * 
N N j 4 — : * — 10 * 
FR u I WY * — 0 
" 8 » * a . 
ry $ * n at do EE nds W 1 * oo ”= _w W ad * 


11 


8 O N G XI. 
MAR CH. 


M17 RCA, we know, his Name derived 
From the thund'ring God of geber 
And his Temper too revived, © 
Loud and boiſt'rous, near and far. 


Roaring thro' the Air he bluſters, 
As he rides: the Sea and Earth, 
When his ſtormy Troops he muſters, 
And tumultuous: leads them forth. 


Foreſts bend beneath his Fury, 
Ocean heaves his furrow'd back; 


Ships their Crews at Bottom bury, 
Or on Rocks they ſuffer Wreck. 


Vet we'll bear his airy Rattle, 
Since he does good Tidings bring, 


And the Birds begin to prattle, 


Happy Omens of the Spring. 


Phebus ſhines with Glory clearer 
Than he did for Months before, 

And the Element is fairer, 

Tho' the Skie will often lour. 
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Ev'ry Bird his Joy confeſſes, 
And each joins his choſen Mate 
Now begin their Love-Careſles, 
Now they plan their little State. 


As the Weather comes on warmer, 
They increaſe their am'rous Play: 

And each Cock invites his Charmer 
To ſome Bough or lonely Spray. 


There we ſee them both conferring 


Where to build their future Neſt, 


Where no Boys come ranting tearing 


T heir young Offspring to moleſt, 


Now the Gardner's e 
Trimming, pruning of his Trees; 

And his Flower- beds are plied 
For the Summer's gay Increaſe. 


See the Corn, in Winter buried, 
Riſing thro' the mellow Ground; 
Long the Froſt it has endured, 
But no longer can be bound. 


Now the Sun, with Brann JineQer, 
Pierces Nature's genial Womb, 

And refines the juicy Nectar 
That's to fill her Fruits to come, 


F5 


[ 130 ] 
This affords an uſeful Leſſon TY 
To the vaunting Sons of Men ; 
We who boaſt of Senſe: and Reaſon, 
—_— be taught from Nature's Scene. 


From a Night of Woe 1 | 
Let us bleſs the friendly Ray 
That our Skie of Vapours purged, 
And reveal'd a brighter Day. 


Ev'ry Virtue be improving, 
Cultivate thy barren Soil; 
All the Rubbiſh fill removing, 
Thus thy Age with Flowers will ſmile; 


ORE IN EE g 


SONG XI. 


OW the Sun his Rays more clearly 
Throws around the Earth and Air, 
And the Dew-drops, hanging pearly, 
Glitt'ring on the Graſs appear. 
On the Hedges Birds are courting, 
All are jocund, blithe and gay; 
In the Meadows Lambs are ſporting, 
Friſking, dancing in their Play. 


[131] 

Nature feels the genial Fire 

Of the Sun's enliv'ning Beam, 
Glowing into warm Deſire, 

Kindling Life thro? all her Frame. 
See thoſe harmleſs Doves. a billing, 
F Fondly cooing out their Love, 
And their Marriage Contract ſealing 
On the Top of yon Alcove. 


See the Birds in Pairs preparing 
Neſts wherein their Brood to hatch ; 
Some on Trees their Houſes rearing, 
Some in Buſhes, ſome in Thatch, 
Ev'ry Couple's wondrous buſy, 
Neither of them idle be, 
Lab'ring both to make all eaſy 
For their future Family. 


Upwards now the Sap is creeping, 
Puſhing onward to the Boughs ; 
While the Leaves are juft a peeping 
And their Verdure ſpreads and grows. 
Pears and Apples too are ſwelling, 
And in tender Buds they ſhoot, 
Now in Flowers ſweetly ſmelling, 
Still maturing into Fruit. 


Now the e Blood, grown warmer, 
Does each Creature animate, 
And the long expecting Farmer 


Sees his Stock in lively State. 
F 6 
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Up betimes, the Dew he bruſhes, 
As he walks acroſs the Field, 

While the Linnets, Larks and Thruſhes 
The moſt charming Mufick yield. 


Thus we ſee all Nature joining 
In a Chorus to the Spring; 
Birds and Beaſts and Men combining 
Tributes of their Joy to bring. 
Earth unlocks her flow'ry Treaſure, 
Cloathed in a beauteous Green; 
And the Skies celeſtial Azure 
Shews a moſt delightful Scene. 


Thus with Youth we ſee it faring, 

ww Freed from School and Diſcipline ; 

See them ſporting, ranting, tearing, 
Wild as Colts that feel no Rein. 

See them plunge in ev'ry Pleaſure 
Craving Senſe invites them to, 

Knowing neither Bounds or Meaſure, 
Till for Ruin ripe they grow. 


P ee ee rs 
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Senſe and Appetite, all ruling, 

Lead them on to ev'ry Vice; 
With their Time and Talents fooling, 
*Till each Virtue in them dies. 

Thus the Flowers that delighted 
While the Youth was in his Bloom, 
By the Winds of Folly blighted, 
Never to Perfection come. 
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Few are guided by their Reaſon, 
Or againſt their Paſſions guard ; 

Few improve their youthful Seaſon, 
Virtue is for them too hard. 

Yet there are, who, Virtue prizing, 
Tread the rough and thorny Road; 

Such by Steps to Heaven riſing, - 
Shall at _ be bleſs'd with God. 


Dee e e e eee 


W 4 


SONG XIII. 
| "Max. 


Elcome May with all thy Train, 
Birds a-ſinging, Flowers blooming, 
Briſk and bonny's ev*ry Swain, 
And the Laſſes kind and coming. 


Nature warmed by the Sun, 
Jocund, highly is delighted ; FE 
All her richeſt Robings on, | 
In her Ornaments is dighted. 


Sweetly dine are the Fields, 
And the green enamel'd Meadows; 


Daſies, Goldcups, Daffodils, 


Sprinkled, as we walk, beſide us. 


Trees 


"Hinds 7] 
Trees their lofty Shadows ſpread, _ 
We their Branches walking under, 
Various Fancies in our Head. : 
Deep in Thought we muſing ponder; 


Nelly trudges thro” the Dew, 8 Sc baer 
Pails a-down her Shoulders banging; * 
While ſhe ſtrokes the gentle Cow. 


Dick to her his Love's haranguing. 


I 


Now the Country Youths are met, 
In their Sunday Cloaths appearing; 

May- pole tall in Ground is ſet, 
And with muckle Labour rearing. 


Garlands dangle in the Air 

As the riting Pole advances; "yg 
1 When tis up they all prepare, 
Uh Men and Maids, for Mirth and. Dances, 


Phil and Dolly take the Lead, | 
Follow'd by briſk Tom- and, Jules; 

Nimbly they the Figure tread, 

All brought up by Hal and Maggy. 


Hands they join, both clamm'd with Sweat, 

Caſting off, and crofling over, 
Turning round, in Middle meet, 
Figuring ſtill to one another. 
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[135] 
Thus their elnmſey Legs they ſlizke; 


And the Hoblins treat their Eaffes -» 


With Whip-ſillabub and Cake, 
Wiping down their greaſy Faces, 


Fiſhes in their 1 % | 
Now are leaping, ſporting, nes 


Full of Glee and Merriment, 
In the Sun-ſhine all a Maying. 


Now the perſecuting Boys 
Hunt the Thickets, Trees and Hedges, 


Rob the Birds of all their Joys, 


Of their Loves the darling Pledges. 


Ev'ry Creature's blithe and gay, 
Some are tuning up their Voices; 
Some by Actions do diſplay 
How their very Heart Nen 


Thus when Vouth to Man arrives, 
He is in the Prime of Vigour; 
Full of Spirit then he lives, 
Full he bears the human Figure. 


Let Great Nature be his Guide, 
He by Her himſelf inſtructing; 
Active in her gayeſt Pride, 

Wiſely yet her Ends "GAY 


Thus 


[ 136 
Thus when we our Blood perceive 
Thro' our Veins is running ſprightly, 
Spurring us to Actions great, 
Let us guide thoſe Actions rightly. 


Let fair Virtue be our Aim, 
A good Conſcience our Director; 


Thus we riſe to honeſt Fame, 
With unblemiſhed Character. 


c c b 


SONG XIV. 


Ju x E. 


UNE advances bold and ſtrong, 
Sun is high, and Days are long, 
Vig'rous ev'ry Creature; 

Now we walk the ſolemn Grove, 
Muſe on Bus'neſs, or on Love, 
Or contemplate Nature. 


See the Hawthorn all in Bloom, 

And the Bullis, Winter Plumb, 0 
Gay, tho' faintly ſmelling; | 

Peas and Beans with flower'd Stalks, : 

Set between dividing Walks, 
Sweet the Noſe regaling. 


Now 


[237 J 
Now the Roſe is in its Pride, 
Bluſhing as the blooming Bride 
When for Hymen meeteſt ; 
But if placed in her Breaſt, 
None alive, it is confeſs'd, 
Knows which is the Tweeteſt. 


Now the Honey-lab'ring Bee 

Wand'ring o'er the Meads we ſee, 
And each Flower enter; 

With the Store ſhe loads her Thighs, 

Homeward with the Treaſure hies, 
Hoarding it for Winter. 


Now the Graſs the Scythe demands, 
And the Mower plies his Hands, 
Sweating, whetting, leaking ; 
When *tis wither'd by the Sun, 
Lads and Laſſes are ſet on 
Tedding, cocking, raking. 


Gardens ſhew their fine Increaſe 
On the Walls and on the Trees, 
Growing ſtill maturer ; | 
Blighting Winds no more we fear, 
Calm and friendly is the Air, 
Kind is ev'ry Shower, 


Now the Corn lifts- up its Head, 
Springing from its earthy Bed, 
Haſt' ning to its Earing 3 


L 138 ] 
Now the Farmer, with. a Smile, 


Views the Fruits of all his Toil, 
No Misfortune fearing. 


Now the Sheep _ take the Shear, 
Loſing what they gain'd the Vear, 
Left again to gather : 
But their Spoils our Bodies: warm, 
Are our beſt Defence from Harm 
In the coldeſt Weather. 


Ev'ry Thing will teach us this, 
** in Nature idle is, 
But ſome End purſuing; 
And the Sluggard is alone, 
In her Works, the worthleſs Drone, 
That is nothing doing. | 


Ev'ry Man for Action lives, 
And for this his Strength receives, 
Senſe and judging Reaſon; 


Let us then be diligent, 
On dur latter End intent, 


And improve the Seaſon. 
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SONG XV. 
| Ju 3 


HAT ſultry Weather have we here! 
How glowing hot the Sun! 
Thin are the Garments now we wear, 
The thinneſt we can hardly bear, 
And could be pleas'd with none. 


Now to the cooling Springs we go, 
Clear as the poliſh'd Glaſs ; 

And as along they murm' ring flow, 

Down on our Hands and Knees we bow; 
And ſoop them as they paſs. 


Or if our Taſte, grown elegant, 
Pure Element defies, 

And we for nobler Liquor pant, 

Mix well th* Ingredients we want, 
And ſee a Negus riſe! , 


Eager we ſeek the ſhady Grove, 

By wanton: Zephyrs fann'd; 
And there retir'd indulge our Love, 
Or that below, or that above, 

Or con a Book in Hand. 


How ſweet and freſh the Morning Air, 
When with the Sun we riſe! 
The chaunting Birds around we hear, 
Their warbling Throats delight our Ear, 
And fill reſponding Skies, wi 
es 1 
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Viands of Fruits will cool thy Blood 
When boiling in thy Veins ; 

Salads will qualify thy Food, 

And lay the Heat Exceſs has brew'd, 
And thro' thy Body reigns, 


Their Labour finiſh'd, Youth divert 
Themſelves the Evening ; 

Their Exerciſe is Health and Sport 

Stript in their Smock-Sleeves and their Shirt, 
The neighbouring Cop'ces ring. 


Good Leſſons learn from hence we may 
That well deſerve Regard; 

That ev'ry Seaſon ſhews the Way 

To bring our Virtues into Play, 
And what is their Reward. 
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Exceſſes Surfeits rare avoid; 

Give Nature juſt her Due; 
Temp'rance be ſtill thy prudent Guide, 
Let Gluttons in their Gorging pride, 

They'll ſoon their Folly rue. 


o- 


Pleaſure, 'too eagerly purſu'd, 
To certain Ruin tends ; 
For Health, is Recreation good ; 
While innocent, it is allow'd, 

Exceſs defeats its Ends. 


Riches, 


3 


Riches, which Heaven does diſburſe 


For worthy Purpoſes, 
Not us'd for theſe, they are a Curſe 


Than all the Plagues of Pharaoh worſe, 


And poiſon all our Peace. 


Then let us ſeek the calm Abode 
Where fair Religion lives; 

She will direct us in the Road 

That is in Peace and Safety trod, 
And healthy Viands gives. 


de , WN e 
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AUGUST. 


OW the Corn is ripe and fit, 
And demands the Sickle ; 
Now the Reapers fell the Wheat, 
While big Drops of briny Sweat 
Down their Faces trickle. 


They the Corn together rake, 
And in Sheaves they bind it; 

Then a Fiven of it make, 

Let the Tenth the Parſon take, 

Stick a Bough to mind it, 


Now, 
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Now old Women, Girls and Boys 
Follow after leaſing; 

Ev'ry one his Hand employs, 

None the Diligent annoys, 

For the Sight is pleaſing. 


Now the Farmer comes in 'Haſte 
With his Team and Waggon, 
For there is no Time to waſte, 
Up the Sheaves are toſſed faſt, 
And away they drag *em. 


Strait they? re carried to the Barn, 
Where they're ſafely mowed; 

Then they take another Turn 

For the yet remaining Corn, 

Till the whole is ſtowed. 
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Dame the while is boiling Pot, 
With a luſty Pudding; 
Pork three Inches deep with Fat, 
And lean Beef to eat with that, 
Fill the Platters wooden. 


-- 
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Home they come with eager Haſte, 
Sharp with Hunger mickle ; 

Scarce have Time to ſay a Grace, 

Teeth and Fingers go apace, 
Without Sauce or Pickle. 


Now 


[ 243 ] 
Now there is no Time to lurk, 
While the Weather — 3 
All the live long Day they work, 
Hard as any Slave for Turk, 
And not grudge their Labours. 


But at laſt the Day is come 
They have long been wiſhing 3 
See arrive the Harveft Home! 
Yet there's left a little Room 
The laft Load to puſh in. 


Loud Huzza's their Joys proclaim, 
All's alive and merry; 
Now my Maſter and my Dame 
Stir their Stumps, if old or lame, 
Briſk as Bird Canary. 
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* A Surloin the Spit has got; 

Pot has Fowls and Bacon; 

From the Oven, piping hot, | 

: Pudding, ſtuck with Plumbs like Shot, 
Ev'ry Eye has taken. 


Bullies full, and all is well; 

Now for Pipes and 8 
Then large Juggs of humming Ale, 
Bowls of Punch that hold a Pail, 

Set them laughing, joking. 
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Now they drink and funny grow, 
Merry Catches ſinging ; 

40 Neighbour John, come, here's to you, 

&« Here's a Health to th' Barley Mow, 
«© That good Beer is bringing. 


Ev'ry Laſs and Country Lout 
In the Barn are ſporting; 
There they make a Revel rout, 
Dance and ſing, and drink about, 
Friſking, Kiſſing, FOLrUgy 


Thus a Man, in Strength and Health, 
Should be active, wary; 


Then's the Time to gather Wealth ; 


Age is coming on by Stealth ; 
Time for none will tarry. 


If in Youth we l keep 
With a due Affection, 

A rich Harveſt we ſhall reap 

When old Age, with ſilent Creep, 
Steals away our Action. 


LI 


Wr 
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OW the Fruits of „ey Kind 
Luſcious are and mellow; 
Flavour” d, colour'd, and the Rind 
Streak d with Red and — 
Come, ye Fair, your Guſt regale,. 
Fruits are fine and cooling; 


Fair and ſweet they look and ſmell, 


And your Thirſt. neee 


See thoſe Grapes! a Cluſter ** | 
In your Reach they're hangings | 

With nectareous Juices full, 
They will pleaſe your Longing. 

Yet untouch'd their Bloom is on, 
Soft as Beauty bluſhing ; 


Reach your Hand and pull thenk- down, 


They invite you: e 1% 2 
1 1 158, 
Now the Viinwe does. cect | | 
| Grapes from Vines are * 
And the Juice is ſet abroach 
In a Vatt well bruiſed; | | 
Where it works upon its Lees, r 70 
Till it's fit for Tunning, 
And the Wine s made to eee 3 


By the Vintner's Cun 
8 _ No 


Then the lab'ring Arm they feel, 


+3142 


And their Leaves, a little ſhook, „ b 
. 
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Now the Apples come to Mill, 
Where they're maſh d to Pieces ; 


Which their Fragments ſqueezes. 
See the juicy Current run, 
In aT 
Humming Stuff, *twill be; anon, 
When by; Tims, matured. 
Now the Swine clears; "i Yake,. 
Prowl the: Woods and batten 
On the Maſt of Beech and Oak, 
Till brought Home to fatten. 
Now for Nuts the Boys accord 
Cloaths and Necks. to venture; 
And the Squirrel, in a Ho ar. 
Treaſures up for Winter, 105 511 fl. 


Hear the Hons aku his. Horn, 
Calling out his Beagles; 

They the well-known Voice return, 
Looking ſharp as Eagles. 

Out he leads them on the Scent, 
They as ready follow; 

On the Game arè eager bent, 

| Yet obſerve his ae. 


Now the Trees and Hodhes loox 
In the Wane of Beauty, 


Falling from their Duty. 


190 
Ruſty- looking Woods and Lawns 
Shew the Face of Autumn; 


Birds and Beaſts forſake their Haunts 
They ſo cloſe had 8 em. 


Thus which Man arrives in Years, 
Virtuous in his Station, 
Thin and grey are his few Hairs, 
Wrinkles too his Face on. 
Downward yet we ſee him go, 
| Chearful, ripe and mellow; 
Death to him's a harmleſs F oe, | 
Grave an eaſy Pillow. © v4 5 | 
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4 8* E]! Ockober is come on; 

4 Nature has a rueful Face; 
Trees without a Leaf upon, 35 
; Nor a Roſe the Fair to grace. 
Flowers too are very rare, 

All around of Beauty $ bare. Wo 


In the Barn the Threſher ſtands, vos 
Thumping, thumping with his Flail; 
By and by the Farmer fans 
Chaff from Corn with Wind and Sail; 
82 So 
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80 for Market makes it fit; 
Then he pays his Landlord Cit. 


Now the Plowman bangs his Sides 
At the Turn of -ev'ry Land, 
And his Boy in Boſom hides 
Either one or. t'other Hand + 
Both would fain a Heat procure, 
Yet muſt both the Cold endure. 


Now the 8 and her Maids 
Wheel and Diſtaff ply amain, 
Spinning for the Girls and Lads, 
Thread they twirl into a Skain; 
Tben tis bottom'd off, and comes. 
To the Weaver's working Looms. 


Now the Farmer Hops and Malt 

Buys the beſt at Market are, 
And teſolves to fill his Vault 

With the ſtouteſt humming Beer; 
Such as kept full. ſeven. Years, 


Mellow, fine, and ſtrong appears. 


Such is Virtue genuine; 
Age but ripens it the more; f 

Length of Time but makes it ſhine 
Brighter than it did before; 2 

*Till its lovely, beauteous Face 

Sparkles with *— Grace. 


1 


ee 


All round us is dreary, forlorn, and uncooth.; 


The bluſtering Winds are now in Uproar, 
And Ocean furiouſly laſhes the Shore, 


And fearleſs we ſlide, or walk over their Face; 
Ihe Fiſh are pent under, and haze for their Breath, 


© #29] 
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T laſt we are come to cold Weather, in 
Truth, 


In Fields and in Meadows there's nothing to Sharm, 
And ſcarce by th' Fire we keep ourſelves warm. 
Then ſince I can't help it, contented I'll ts, 
Nor wiſh that the Seaſons were alter'd for me 
When Winter is over, kind Summer we fis. 


Foams, maddens, and toſſes his hoary old Locks, 
And daſhes whole Navies on hortible Rocks, 
Then ſince, &c. 


What terrible Blaſts are drove out of the North! 
How furious they ſweep along over the Earth! 
-Oaks ſturdy and tall from their Roots are up-torn, 


And Houſes and Temples left naked, forlorn. 
gs ſince, &c. | 


Deep 88 arreſted, ſtand fill in their Place, 


And gape for freſh Air — without it is Death. 
Then ſince, &c. ö | 


G 3 The 
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The feathery Tribe have the moſt to complain, 
Unſhelter'd and famiſh'd, are cruelly lain ; 
Some periſh with Hunger, and ſome by the Gun, 
That any eſcape is an hundred to one. 
Then fince, &C. 


The Flocks and the Herds prowl away to the Lee, 
Where from bleak northerly Winds they are free; 


There fodder'd, they quiet lie down to their Cud, 
Secured from Weather, and bleſt with their Food. 
Then 1 nce, &c. 


Long Evenings are tedious, which yet we may 
ſpend- | 


-With Pleaſure, in Reading or r Talk with a Friend ; 


Or in new Inventions employ our Time, 
Or take ſome Diverſions that tend to no Crime. 
Then ſince, &c. 


This Month's the true Emblem of natural Life; 
'T hro? various Scenes of tumultuous Strife 
We buſtle, and joſtle, and elbow about, 


In Hopes that ſome Good to ourſelves will turn 


out. 
Then ſimce, &c. 


If Virtue and Conſcience our Conduct ſhall ſteer, 
The Buffets of Fortune we need not to fear; 


If Heaven we make our Protector and Guard, 
Our Solace *twill be, and eternal Reward. 
Then < Ince, Kc. 


SONG 
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D CEMBER, 


ECEMBER's the Aena ah WT 


When Winter tyrannical reigns 
The Froſt and the Weathers tverks | 


And pinch both the Cits "ou the Swains. 


The City and Country alike 
Of Colds, Coughs and 4 f 
Youth and Age to the Fire will hike, 
And none from good * * 


dome walk on the Poach- with their Guns: 


Kill a Sparrow, a Blackbird, or Lark, 
And think a good Day's-work have done, 
And joyful come home in the Dark; 
While others have much better Luck, 
Shoot a Pheaſant, a Plover, or _— | 
At random have lam'd a poor Duck, 
Or hit a Wild-gooſe in the Hip. 


To Ponds and Canals: we reſort, 

Deep covered over with Ice, 

With Exerciſe there we divert | 

Ourſelves, and get warm in a trice, 
Some flide it along in their Shoes, 

While ſome ſweep it over. with Skates; 
Some tumble and bruiſe. a good Noſe, 


And others their Bums or their Pates. | 


G4 | While . 
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Priſon- bars is the Sport they affect, 
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While others more fafely on Land, 
Think Football more fit for a Froſt; 

They bang her with Foot and with Hand, 
Till ſhe's kick'd thro* a Window and” loft. 

While others a Body collect, 1 
And haſten away to the Field; © © | 


A Heat and a Sweat it will Yield. 


But Chr den, ng e for, is come, 
A Time to be merry and feaſt; 

My Maſters I find all at Home, 
My Dame taps a Tub of the beft. 4 

Plumb-cake on the Table is ſet, 1 
A Surloin of Beef roaſt and cold; 


Don't ſpare it, it's given to eat; 


You” re wan __— ever 0 __ 


The a in ** I; agree, | 
Do well their good Things to impart ; 33 1 
The Poor at their Tables to ſee uin 
Is pleaſing, and makes a light Heart. 
They bleſs their kind Donors, nor grudge 
The Riches they ſee them enjoy 
Content to their Cottages trudge, 
And go to their uſual „ 


But thoſe rightly Fools we may name 


Who make this a Time for Exceſs, 
Who revel and drink to their Shame, 
And ſport with the Greatneſs of Grace. 


More 
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More ſtupidly brutal than Brutes, 
For they their own Nature fulfil ; 

Their Actions and daily Purſuits 
Conform to their Maker's high Will. 


1 Can this be the Way to rejoice 
F For Bleflings ſo vaſt and fo rich, 

That Angels reſound with their Voice, 
And, gladly, poor Shepherds could teach ? 
” -Good News, with Delight, they proclaim 

For Man moſt undone and forlorn ; 

What Muſick re-ecchoes the Name, 

A JEsus, a Saviour born | 


*Bhall we, for whoſe Sake he allum'd 
The Nature of Man for his own, 
And with his own Merits perfum'd 
The Sacrifice offer'd thereon ; 
Shall we, moſt ungrateſul, abuſe 
His boundleſs, unfathomed Love ? 
Or turn to prepoſterous Uſe . 
Events that were anthem'd above? 


2 
82 


G 5 SONG. 
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The following Song was wrote oh the gte of 
that notorious Impoſition on the Town, when a 
very cunning Fellow pretended. to convey himſelf 
into a Quart Bottle, in which he was to be cord 
up. This wonderful Conjuration drew together a 
vaſt Concourſe of People of all Degrees, te the 
Place of its Exhibition, the Little Theatre in the 
Haymarket; where they were quickly convinced, 
tho to their Coft, of their own Fully, and the 
Conjurer's Ability. This Song was deſign'd to ex- 
poſe the Credulity of the People in general, and 
therefore thought not inconſiſtent with the Deſign 
ef theſe Poems, which is, to diſcountenance Vice, 
and to bring Virtue more ints common Practice than 


t ſeems to be at preſent. 
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Thz ConJuRING BoTTLE. 


HEN People bewitched run mad 

To ſee unaccountable Works, 
What Fools and what Aﬀes are led 
In Shoals after Bottles and Corks ? 


The Citizen, wiſe in his Way, 

Who loves a Thing done with a Jerk, 
Will tee, without any Delay, 

This Whim of the Bottle and Cork. 
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The Lawyer, tho' hard to believe, 
Long uſed to Juggle and Quirk, - ' 
Cock-fure nothing can him deceive, 
Will ſee this ſtrange Bottle and. Cork. 
The Doctor with Bid and pill al 6 ad 
Cures Evils wherever they lurk yz | 
However, be that as it will. 
He's fick for the Bottle and Cork. 


The Nobles and Gentles in Haſte, 
Young Fops, who dreſs, tattle and ſmirk, 
The Beaus and the Belles are not . Et £ 
To ſee the fam'd Bottle and Cotk. [4 


With Pockite well fürniſhd with Cole, 5 
Away they all eagerly perk; - 

How they elbow and croud to behold _ 
The Bite of the Bottle" and Cork! ee 
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Toe LIAR. allo 


IARs are a | 22d Race, ; 
Without Virtue, Good or Grace, 
And excluded ee 
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They are by the Devil taugbt, 


With his Leſſons fully A © 91 
And to 1 are driven. jt 


None a Luar will bibles: 
Who is uſed to deceive, 


Tho? his Oath ſhould. bind it its 


Scorn'd and hated by his Friends, 
No goed Man his Cauſe defends, 
Thus he'l] thrays find it, 


Lying to ie Fault, Daw 4 
Is a fad and wicked; Thought, 


And the Crime makes double; 


Parents Anger will increaſe, 


And their vexed Spirits 'teazeg/ --- 
And ank. 51 Trouble. 
NE 61015 bi 0012 
Lying is a * . 
And if it's continu'd in, 
Tends to certain Ruin; 
He proceeds from bad to worſe, 
And entails a certain Curſe, 
To his fare Undoing. 


He who would by Lies conceal l 
His Faults, will ſoon be apt to ſteal, 
And his Parents plunder ; 


„Then he more audacious grows, 
Till, for robbing of a Houſe, 
_ Hangs a Gibbet under. 
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Truth to Honour thee will lead; 
With-thy Parents ſtrong will plead 
Pardon for thy Failing ; 
Every Child's to Heaven dear, 
Who from Lying does forbear, 
1 1 M 


SONG XXIII. | 


The SWEARER. 3 


What a Wretch .is he that ſwears, | 
And takes the SAcRED Nam | in vain ! 
That Name which fills the Univerſe, - 
Which every damned Devil hears 
With Horror, and reveres with Pain! 


* - 


How dare a WACO that. crawls and dies IF 
Th' Almighty Being thus prophane? 
That Being, thron'd above the Skies, 

Whoſe Preſence never mortal Eyes 
Approach'd to ſee, nor ever can. 


That Gon, whom Angels high adore, 
And lowly veil before his Throne, 
Who are but Infants, weak in Power, 
Are barely holy, and no more, 
Compar'd to the Almighty Onz ! 
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That Being, at whoſe bidding Nod 


The Earth was fix'd, the Sun his Race 
Begun thro' the etherial Road, 
Who threw theſe ſpacious Worlds nad, 
And filFd Immenſity of _ 


Who formed Man from "I Earth, 


And brought to Life a ſenſeleſs Clod, 
Who ſtampt his Image on his Birth, 


Gave him a Soul of heavenly. Worth, 


And made the World obty his Nod. 


Who, when the Wretch the Law had _ 
Which of his Duty was the, Teſt, : 

And his Allegiance off had ſhook, : 

And Death appear'd with dreadful ”” 
And Wrath divine in Fury dreſs d; 


# 8 * ry 
34 * 


Vet in his Mercy infinite, 


Beyond his Hope, — his « Though, . 


He gives him, tho“ 4 diſtant Sight, 
Relief from his fad diſmal Plighht, 
JI To be by a Redeemer e 


Yet Men, more ſenifelof and ingiate 
Than Brutes whom Reaſon ne'er mod... 
His Name blaſpheme, and date his Fate, 
And, in their Madneſs deſperate, =” 
Invoke his Vengeance on their Souls ; 


4 


[ 259 J 
O wretched Sinner ! think again, 
Before you draw another Breath, 
Think what is Wrath Divine when lain 
With all its Weight, with all its Pain, 
On thee in an immortal Death. 


poptptyerepyes 
8 Oo N G XXIV. 
_ HonegsTy. 


OME Aged and Young, 
Attend to my Song, 
The Subject I'm ſure is alluring ; 
| In Country and Town, 
| There's none but will own, 
That Honeſty's longeſt enduring. | 


For he that is juſt, Poet of] 
; And true to his Truſt, 
With Thanks and with Praiſe is rewarded; 

But he that betrays 
His Friend any Ways, 
By ev'ry good Man is diſcarded, 


The true honeſt Heart | 
| That never · will ſtart £27900 
From his Friend when with Troubles expreſs, 
But helps him when none 
His Cauſe or him own, | 
By Heaven i is ſure to be bleſſed. Lage "od 5. 
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If honeſt, tho“ poor, 
A Man may be ſure 

The Wiſe and the Good will reſpeR- hi; 3 
They'll truſt him with Gold 
Unnumber'd, untold, 

When E naves, tho! they? re rich, are e rejected. 


How often Truftee 
In a Will do we ſee 
A Man who of Principle known is; 
And under his Guard 
Is left a young Ward 
The Reaſon is plain——he is honeſt. 


— 
— 


The Man who ſtill acts 
As Conſcience directs, 
Never needs any Eye to inſpect him; 
By Sea and by Land 
He keeps a clean Hand, 
No golden men affect _ 
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When Troubles e g 
And Slanders and Lies LY 
On his Name are maliciouſly loaded, 
His Conſcience ſupports, 
With noble :Efforts, 
His Spirits man beclouded. 
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Tho- 3 his Eſtate, to 
And Ruin jn's Gate, 


Tho'- againſt him the World is el, 5 
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With Smiles he 3 55 | f 
On the genꝰ ral 'Frown, } SO 233 
And his Virtue Wikies brighter refined, 


F Youth their: young Years would adorn ' 

With Graces that never will fade, 12% 0/1 

Which in ev'ry Condition are worn, 
Like Di monde unclouded with — 


Let Truth with wor W dee _— 

The Soul before Vice is imbid'd ; SEL @ 11 
The happieſt Leſſons ſhe'll teach, 

| While the Mind is not biaſs'd nor brib'd. 


She hates all the 8 of Diſguiſe, CVE Ys 
Delights in a Plainneſs of Dreſs; 


But ſimple appears to the Eyes 
Of thoſe who can't judge of her Grace. 


The Labours of Eloquence fall, 1 4 


When Truth is allowed to og 


That Inftant ſhe makes her Aſſail, 


That Inſtant they tumble and 3 eo 


— . 


She ſtrikes the bold Orator dumb, 

When bent to maintain a wrong | Cauſe; 
Her Vigour and Plainneſs o'ercome, 

And expoſe to Conviction his Flaws. 


£ 6 a * 
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What Praties, hat- Fine LENS 
The Youth that takes Truth for his | Guide? 
Careſs d by the Goed and the Great, 
And has the whole 1 on his Side. 


His Thoughts and his Words do agree, 
In both he is always; ſineere; 

No Reſerve or  Finefle has he, - 
His Soul. ts As Nieht as a Star. 


- 


Truth ae on n his Addions a Gios, 
Which Envy nor Malice can ſtain ; 

It's Heaven itſelf in Embols,: | ;. 
And . rl Angel of May, 4 
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ON XXVI. 


9 21 


As the fellewing Song, at firſt View, may favs to 
have a Tendency to corrupt the Minds of the 
innocent Part of the Fair Sex, I was a good 
while in Doubt whether. I ſhould inſert it in a 
_— the profeſſed Deſign of which is, ta 


recommend 


[$3 - 
recommend Virtue to the Practice of ou Touth 
by 1 the Pleaſantries of Song and humorous Deſcrip- 
tions : But on à .clofer Reflection, I was bon 
convinc d, that the beſt Method of creating in the 
Mind a Diftaſte to the Allurements of Nice, i: 
to give a true Pourtrait of it in its natura 
formity, and of the Inftru ments and 8 
that are conthionly employed in the Ruin of Vitthe, 
For theſe Reaſons I was perſuaded, that this Song 
avould be ſo far from raiſing any looſe or litentious 
Ideas in the Mind of the fair Reader, thut it 
would rather be a Means of putting "Ml on her 
Guard toben ſuch 7 n/truments are employed, and 
uch Argument uſed 10 enſnare her Tumcentt and 


45 fr. her Terre A 


The ON Baud 1 t a Cano Gi 10 on 
ber firſt Arrival in 2 0WN < Or, a Cau- 


lion fo Maidens. 


Y ſweet pretty Maiden, how n 
you look ? 
I ſwear by bright Venus you're fit for a Duke. 
The Roſe is not blooming, the Lily not fair, 
When you among Roſes and Lilies appear. 
Your Sweetneſs and Beauty, fo lovely and gay, 
Exceed all the Bloſſoms and Fragrance of May. 
But, Child, you'll remember thoſe Gifts were 
beſtow d 
— : | To 
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To ule .them with Prudence, and while they. are 
T by 8 now ſo tempting, will laſt but a 
25 while, 

And Beauty, tho' perfect, is ſubject to Spoil 3 ; 
Like this Roſe; which you. ee 4 freſh' and fo 
4 ſweet. | 
F To-morrow will die, and be thrown in the Street, 


Believe me, my fair one, that 8 was defign'd 
x bleſs ſome young Lovers gay, ſprightly and 
kind, 


þ Who alway $ has ready. a Treaſure of Joys, | 
* Whoſe F iendſhip ne er ſlackens whoſe Love never 


cloys ; 

Whoſe Heart i is ſtill open, unbounded * free, 
That had he the . he d give 'em for thee. 
Buch a Lover 1 have for thee i in my Eye, 

Each Lady, who ſees him, is ready to die 

He ſcorns the fine Madams and Flirts of the Town, 
And innocent Nature prefers to a Crown. 
With him thou wilt never know Sorrow or Strife; 
Come then, my dear Girl, and be happy for Life. 


Juſt ſo the Aly Tan of old did deceive, 
And ruin the beautiful, innocent Eve ; 
Juſt fo her fair Race ever ſince have been fail'd, 


By ſpecious Pretences to Ruin beguil'd ; 


Alluring 
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| Allared from Virtue by glittering Toys, oy 
"Ty part from all ſolid and durable Joys. <3 JB 
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E Topers, who ever in drinking delight,. - 
Your PraQtice * To and youn Ge oy 
Attend to my Song, and you quickly will ge 20 
What odd Sort of comical Creatures you be. 

Derry down, * 


When over a Bowl or, a Bottle you are 
You rant and you roar, and you ſwagger and ſwear, 
And Treaſon and Nonſenſe by wholeſale you talk, 


Nor a Jeſt on Religion will ſerupte or b. balx. 
Derry down, &. 43 2 


As Bumpers go round to enliven the Soul, 

The Coward grows valiant, the Wit turns a Fool; 
Nov Quarrels, and Conteſts, and Arguments riſe, 
Por he who is drunk is moſt wondrous wiſe, 1 

Derry down, &c. 


Al 


— — 
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— 


=> wv 4 a; 


No Space for Attention, nor M oment * Pauſe; 
Such verbal Confuſion, old Babel ne' er knew, 
And Chaos and Diſcord again you renew. 


Derry down, &. 


— —— U—U—U— — ore On — 2 
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8 ſo outrageous in Outrage muſt end, 

And Bottles and Glaſſes each other you ſend; 

Now Knocks, Thumps and Bruiſes go luftily round, 

And Bodies and Garments lie Aeon the Ground, 
Derry down, 


Theſe, theſe are your F mRNA you Seth” an | 
your Glee, We 

Ye Topers, who boaſt you are > Jolly __ bee 3 

Your Mirth is ſtark Madneſs, your Freedom a Jeſt, 

A Freedom more truly enjoy d by a Beaft. 

| Derry down, &c. + 


The Beaſt drinks' no more chan will fatiate bis | 
Thirſt; 8 
But Man with his Reainy! more unte any en curs'd, 
Will ſwill *till he gives it you back in the Glaſs, 
Yet ſtill craves for more as if famiſh'd he was. 
Derry e kee. 


Tho Aa that follows the - Debauch of the 
. | 
F = you all in a fad and diſaſtrous Plight 3, $ 
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Some plaiſt'ring their Bruiſes, me holding their 
Heads 

While ſome of weak Stomachs are fick in their 
Bury dnon, Kc. 


Your Hats and your Perriwigs changed or loſt, _ 
Some dropt by the Way, and foms left with yout 
ory” > 

Your Linen in Tatters; ; one Side of a Coat; 
And this by your revelling F ny you got. 

ä down, &c. 
Are theſe the Exploits that muſt ſpeak you for Men, 
And prove you are wiſe from ſo foolith a Scene ? 
To Reaſon, believe me, you've leſs a Pretence _ 


Than Brutes that conform to their natura! Senſe, | 
"Derry * 8045 | | | ö 


| "mw Weser b c 2 
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Con TEN T. 


Ontent is a Feaſt of which all may partake, 
To purchaſe Proviſions no Money we lack; 
The Beggar enjoys it as well as the King 
A a & and Gallies its ., vill ring; 
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That Providence changes the Lot of Mankind, 
To make us dependant on Heaven, we findz; 
For he that to-day i in large Wealth does abound, 
To-morrow in Priſon perhaps may be found, 


Then why ſhould I fill up my Meaſure of Life 
With Cares and Anxieties, Labour and Strife, 
For Riches, which none can enjoy but a while, 
Are ſubject to Plunder, Misfortunes and Spoil ? 


Ambition is reſtleſs, and ever aſpires, 
Not even Fruition can fill its Defires ; 
And when the high Summit of Glory it gains, 


Vet ſtill it , that ſomething remains. 


Vet ſuch is the F ate that We 8 | 

And Men for their Labour are made this Amends, 

That from their vaſt towering Heights they are 
thrown, 


And loſe in a Moment whole Yer of Renown. 


The greateſt of Heroes no longer enjoys 

The Laurels he gains, than the popular Voice 

His Honours and Trumphs and Merits proclaim, 

Anon it will brand with foul mn his _ 
eee NAR. 30 16 1 


* an is a Bubble ara 6 with Air. Hg 
And Riches: not worth a Philoſopher's Care; 
Since both are uncertain, unſtable and vain, 


Attended with Trouble, Vexation and Pain, 
Con- 


"£un 
Contented I'll be with the Portion I have, 
Nor Riches, nor Honours will eagerly crave g 
Whatever's my Lot, I will never repine, 

But all my Deſires to Reaſon confine. 


What en me my itil gravitee Fad tide, 


I am ſure that is beſt, for from Goodneſs it flows 3 


A Mercy it is that my Life he will ſpare, | 
That I tread on his Earth, and breathe in his Air. 


Long ſince might my Body be number'd among 
The Dead, and my Seul in the mis'rable Throng 
That now are lamenting their horrible State 
In Torments that never know Period or Date. 


But I, tho' unworthy, and cloathed with Guilt, 
Yet none of thy terrible Judgments have felt ; 
Still grant me thy Favour, O Gop, I no more 
ill envy the Wealthy, altho' I am poor. 


Contented I'll live, nor will peſter myſelf, 
Nor break my Repoſe after dangerous Pelf; 


If Nature's ſufliced, my Wiſh Heaven grants, 
Far he that has mare, he has more than he wanthy 
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b muſt be firſt reaped or mon. 


[170]. 
. 
DIL IGEN CE. 


"HO marks the ſmall Ant, 


Sagacious of Want, 
A lugging a Grain to her Cell, 
But wonders and ſmiles 
To ſee her vaſt Toils, 


And the Buſtle there is in the Hill? 


The diligent Bee 
Unwearied we lee 
In building and filling her Comb ; 
In Summer and Sun 
Her Labours go on, 
And minds the main Bus“ neſs at Home. 


By theſe we are taught 
How hard is the Lot 

Of Man while he lives upon Earth; 
By Labour and Sweat 
His Living muſt get, 

The Sentence pronounc'd at his Birth. 


The Ground that's untill'd 
No Corn e'er will yield, 


Unlcſs it be ploughed and ſown; 
And e'er in the Mow 


You can it beſtow, 


The 


| 7 p * 
1711 
The diligent Hand 1 
Has all at Command, 
Which Sluggards are always without; 
| For he that will lurk, 
Or loiter at Work, 
A Beggar or Thief will turn out. 


Look round you and ſee 
If Creature there be 
That's idle on Earth or in Air; 
Bird, Reptile and Beaſt, 
The greateſt and leaſt, | 
Have each of them Labour and Care. 


By Dint of his Pains 
Man Science attains, 
And enjoys its delightful Reward; 
Fame ſtands on a Hill, 
| Obtain' it who will | 
Muſt labour and ſweat for it hard, 


The Merchant who freight? 
His Ship for the Streigbts, | 
Or Eaſt or Wft-Tndian Port, 
All Hazards muſt run, 
Perhaps be undone, 
Yet Riches his Induftry court, 


The Warrior's chief Aim 

Is. Glory and Fame, 

For this the Fatigues he muſt bear 
| IE 2 


| [ 472 1 
Of Cold and of Heat, 


Of Blood and of Sweat, 
And all the dire Plagues of a War. 


Moſt excellent Things 
l Our Diligence brings, 
And gives us what Nature can need; 
With Cloaths it will warm, 
Our Hands it will arm, 
Our Bodies *twill nouriſh and feed, 


He then who would raiſe 


A virtuous Praiſe, 

Miſt travel a rough thorny Road; 
Muſt elbow and ſtrive, 
Or never arrive 


At that noble and excellent Good, 


On a Thorn grows the Roſe 
There buds and there blows, 
But wounds the bold venturing Hand 
80 Virtue's Reward, 
Unleſs earned hard, 
Thou ne'er muſt expect to command, 


= 


SONG. 
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IDpLENES s. 


O' ST not obſerve that idle Drone, 
Amidſt a Heap of Bees alone? 

See how he's puſh'd about 
Long has he liv'd upon the Spoil, 
The Fruits of their whole Summer's Toit, 
But now they turn him out. 


Such is the Sluggard when among 

A buſy, buſtling, labouring Throng, 
Tho' able well to work; 

Vet without Modeſty or Grace, 

He meanly ſhoves into their Meſs, 
And plays his Knife and Fork.. 


A-while they bear his Impudence, 
But if he makes them no Amends, 
And farther does intrude, _ 
They ſting him with their Jibes and Jeers, 
Sarcaſtic Jokes and ſcornful Fleers, 
By him well underſtood. 


But if to Grandeur he is born, 
More he deſerves the publick Scorn, 
| And vilifies his Birth; 
ö | With 


arg! 


With folded Arms a he ſtalks, 
Enquires what News to. day, and talks 
Of Eating, and ſo forth. 


When Phoebus half his Courſe bs fled, 
He ſees him dozing in his Bed, _. .. 
With half uncloſed # 1.2 * ” wy b 
Another Turn tot other — c 
And when all Poſtures he has try'd,” 
At length vouchſafes to riſe. 


Half naked, yawning, down he comes, 
Lounges a-while about the Rooms, 
Then down to Dinner ſits; | 
By Six he's. dreſs'd with much ado, 4G A 
And then at Play he ſhines a Beau, | 
And herds. among the Wits, | 


His Steward makes large Purchaſes, 
And buys Eſtates in Fee or Leaſe, 

And has of Money Store ; 247 -A 
The Tenants too can guzzle Wine, 
Their Wives and Daughters gay and fine, 

My Lord alone is poor. | 


In lower Life we daily ſee _ 
The idle Wretch in Miſery, 
And cloath'd with Rags and Scorn.; 
Unpitied and diſdain'd by all, 
No Mortal he his Friend can call, 
Abandon'd and. forlorn. 


[175] 
A Sluggard has nor Grief nor Joy, 
And Objects paſs regardleſs by, 
And ne'er diſturb his Brain; 
If Plague or War the Realm annoy, 
Let him his Indolence enjoy, 
The reſt will give no Pain. 


No one can charge him with a Vice, 
He ſays, but yet in this he lies, 
As thus it will appear; 
He that won't do the Good he can, 
In Duty fails to God or Man, 
And muſt the Odium bear. 
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E whoſe Tongue lies never ſill, 
He who Secret does reveal, 
He who nothing can conceal, 

Owns the Mens of T atler ; 
Who, when others ſerious are, 
On ſome nice or grand Affair, 
Silly Prattle can't forbear, 

Is an idle Tatler. 


. H 4 . - He 


1 76J 
He who whiſpers: Things not meet 
In the Temple when we ſit, 
For Devotion rightly fit, 
Is a fooliſh Tatler ; 
He who glibly chatters Things, 
And his Jeſts at random flings, 
Not regarding whom he ftings, 
Is a ſaucy Tatler. 


He who with young Goſſips herds, 
And, like them, is full of Words, 
In his CharaRer accords | 
With a trifling Tatler ; 
He that's buſy in Affairs, 
Which alone are Women's Cares, 
Ihe contemptuous Title bears 
Of a cotting Tatler. 


He who eager is to know 
How with others Matters go, 
W hat his Neighbours are to do, 
Is a buſy Tatler ; 
He who now and ever dings 
In your Ears of Courts and Kings, 
Miniſters and mighty Things, 
Is a doubty Tatler. 


He that without Fear or Wit, 

Private Converſe will repeat, 

"Tho? for Hearing moſt unfit, 
Is the vileſt Tatler; 


[97] 


He who in his Mirth and Game, 
Slurs his Neighbour's honeſt Name, 
And depreciates his Fame, 

Is an odious Tatler. 


He who boafts of what he's done, 
Good or Il}, it's much at one, 
For of Virtue he has none, 

Is a vap'ring Fatler ; 
He who of his Riches brags, 
Vaſt Eſtate and ſwelled Bags, 
Scorning thoſe that are in Rags, 

Is a Purfe-proud Tatler. 


He who much Religion talks, 
Yet in Ways unrighteous walks, 
And the Poor's Expectance balks, 
Is a ſorry Tatler ; 
He who rails at other Men | | 
For ſome heinous horrid Sin, 
Yet alike has guilty been, To 
Is a brazen 'Tatler. | : 


He who cracks of noble Birth, 
And a Line of peerleſs Worth, 
Tho” the braveſt upon Earth, 

Is a windy Tatter; 
He who of all Bleſkngs vaunts 
He's poſſeſs d that Heaven grants, 
It he ſolid Virtue wants, 5 


Is a lying Tatler. | 
| = SONG 
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Appy the Youth who rightly knows 
His Tongue in Silence to compoſe z: 
When he ſhould ſmother, when i impart 
'T he Secrets boſom'd in his Heart. 


He who but ſeldom, ſpeaks will find 
His Hearers to his Speech reſign'd; 
His Words, tho” few, yet, timed well; 
The more canoes will, excel. 


He ſpeaks but when his Prudence bids, 
And takes the Way that Reaſon leads; 
Juſt to his Purpoſe are his Words, 
And Truth with all he: . accords. 


Wen Speech 1 ey rey "end Ages. 
An awful Silence will engage ebai 

His due Attention and Regard 5 _ 
When Wiſdom ſpeaks, {he W * heard. 
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When. tattling Coxcombs make. their Noiſes, m 


He'll never interpoſe his Voice:z., - + 1,4 
He miles at all their idle Pepe, „ lie 31 
And filent hears their filly, Chat.- tt 1 


In vain the vile Buffoon his Dart 
Throws at his Head, it gives no Smart, 
His conſcious Virtue ſcorns Reproach, 
His Life and Actions for him vouch. 


When Wits their Jeſts at random throw, 
Regarding neither Friend nor Foe, 
Tho' he is made their Butt and * 

It is beneath him to retort. 


But if he hears his God blaſphem'd, 
Or idly or prophanely nam d. 
Inſtant you'll ſee his Colour rife, 
And Anger redden in his Eyes. 


— : 
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With bold Rebuke he will chaltiſe 225 
The Wretch who Heaven thus defies ; 81 
He'll vindicate with ev ry Nerve 1 
The Gop whom all are bound to {yes „ 


When modeſt Merit is traduc'd?” * 
Or abſent Innocence abus'd, 4 1 
Silence his Tongue no * ee. Fr 
For Silence then he thinks a Vice. 


H 6 Wben 
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When Truth gives Way, or tott'ring ſtands, 
And lifts to him her ſuppliant Hands, | 
He readily obeys her Call, 
And ſtruggles to prevent her Fall. 


Whenever Juſtice ſuffers Wrong, 
No Power can reftrain his Tongue 3 
With his moſt nervous Eloquence, 
He riſes in her juſt Defence. 


Thus by his Reaſon govern'd ſtill, 
His Tongue's directed by his Will; 


Reaſon and Will as one unite _ 
To plead for. 4 uſtice, Truth and Right. 


SAL 2 
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308A v and his Misrxzss. 


O UN G Jeſeph, the Solace of ec in 
Vears, 

Adorned with every Virtue appears; 

Was modeſt and dutiful, prudent and wiſe, 

His Thoughts and his age admit no Diſ- 


guiſe. 


His. 


117811 
His Brethren were quite of a different Mould., 
Rough, boiſterous, obſtinate, cruel and bold; - 
No Law they regarded but that of their Will, 
Nor Pity nor * their Boſoms could feel. 


They envy'd their Brother his Talents and Grace, 
Which daily were budding and riyen'd n 3 
From Envy they paſs to a violent Hate; 

And then they reſolve to determine his Fate 


A Favour it was that his Life they would ſave, 
However he's doom'd to be ſold for a Slave; 
The Money they take, and put up in their Purſe, 
And pack him away without any Remorſe. 


But Providence ſtill had an Eye on the Youth, 
As loving his Honeſty, Merit and Trat; 
And made of his Maſter a generous Friend, 
His Houſe to o'erſee and Attire to attend, 
But Joſepb's s young Virtue 1 nut be prov'd ; 
{For ſo are the Fay'rites of Heaven belov'd) © 
Gold purg'd in the Fire the purer . 
And Virtue ſhines brighter by ev'ry Diſtreſs. 


His Perſon was formed with every Grace, 

His Features were lovely, yet manly his Face; 

His Limbs were proportion'd, and ſo was his Height, 
Complete in all Parts, as tho' made for Delight. 


The 
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The Lady his Miſtreſs was ſprightly and gay, 
And famed for Beauty as bright as the Day; 
Her Charms were in Bloom, like the Roſe when 


itꝰ's blown, = 
And the en unite in her Perſon alone. 


But tho' with perſections her Perſon was grac'd,. 
Yet the Want of fair Virtue her Beauties defac'd; 
Her conjugal Duty, ſo ſacred and juſt, 
Gave Way to her more impetuous Luſt. 


With Fo/eph enamour'd, ſhe tries ev'ry Art 
To fix the ſoft Paſſion of Love in his Heart; 
She dreſſes, and ogles, and Airs affects, 
And puts into Practice all the Wiles of her Sex. 


In vain: he endeavours to play che Coquette, 

In vain wou'd allure him into her Net; 

His Virtue ſupports him againſt all her. Charms, 

With Prudence and Conſcience his Conduct he 
arms.. 


Her Paſſion negleRed, but rages the more, 

And Honour and Virtue ſubmit to its Pow'r; 
The Rules that ſhould govern her Sex are in vain, 
No Cuſtoms her wanton Deſires reſtrain. 


Her Bluſhes, thoſe Tokens of conſcious Grace,. 
Thoſe lovely ſweet Charms of a beautiful Face, 
In her were the Signs of laſcivious Fire, 


'Fhat * in her Boſom, and fill'd her Deſire. 
And 


[ x83 1 
And thus ſhe'accoſts him with impudent Air; 
O Feſeph, you ſure are no Friend to the Fai air; 


Or yet are to learn the ſoft: Language of Eyes, 
And yet art a Stranger to 1 and its Joys. | 


c How ble I baye languiſh? 4 in ſecret Gans "Thee, — 
How much I have ſuffer'd 's known only to me; 
Each Night paſſes off without Sleep in my Eyes, 
In the Morning but only to Tortures I riſe, 


My Paſſion ſo ſtrong and ſo reſolute's grown; +» 
Its Power I dare, againſt Modeſty, own ; 

It breaks uncontrouled the limited Bounds. ' | 
By Cuſtom preſcribed, like Torrents their Mounds, 


GK , —ͤ— 6 


Elf preſent or abſent,” I · ponder your Charms, 
And hug thy dear Image in Potiphar's Arms: 
0 Come then my Heart' 8 Darling. my Life and. 


my Joy, : 
© In Love's ſweet. Endearments awhile let us toy.“ 


The Vouth is aſtoniſh'd } all bluſhing he ſtands; 

His ae: is ſtruck — and he folds up his 
Hands; 251421 

At . as recover d from e Surpnze, 

To Heaven he piouſly lifts up hie Eyes „ yl» 


Almighty Creator of Heaven, he 8 
2 "Howe deep are thy C. err thy 
Ways J. N o ? * + ® 


« 2361426 How: 
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C How amazingly ſtrange are thy Dealings with 


« What wonderful Things am I deln to ee! 


At Home 1 was hated, and fold for A Shave, 
And happy that ſo my poor Life I could fave 3 
* And now I behold a Reverſe in my Fate, 

* And Love is my Foe, as before was fell Hate. 


© Abs! my dear Lady, it grieves me to ſee 


© Your Paſſion unhappily placed on me; 
O ftrive to bring under fo luckleſs a Flame, 


* E're it ruins your Honour, and ſtains your fair 
Fame. 


« Remember the Vows at the Altar you paid, 

When the Prieſt join'd your Hands and a Wife 
you was made; 

© Your Vows were recorded in Heaven above, 

Which ſurely will puniſh the Breaches of Love. 


As for me, my Honour and Faith muſt forbid 
© So black, ſo ungrateful, ſo heinous a Deed ; 
My Gop, whom I ſerve, whoſe Vengeance I 

fear, | 
* By his Laws has reftrain'd me, * L I re- 


vere. 


© The Truſt that's repoſed in me is fo large, 
. * Maſter ſtarce knows what I have in my 


Charge 3 | 
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Oer his Treaſures and Riches T have the Com- 
mand, 


+ And nothing but Thee, he with-holds from my 
Hand. | | 


How vile, and how baſe, and ungenerous too, 

By him twould be deemed, nay, even by you, 

* Should I his fair Shrine, which his Heart does 
contain, 


« Sacrilegiouſly rob, or filthily ſtain !“ 


So ſaying, abruptly he voided the Place, 
Not truſting his Virtue on Beauty to gaze 5 
He knew that to.parle would the Danger increaſe; 
And Nature might conquer the Powers of Grace. | 


The Lady repuls'd, is more <a bent, 
Reſolves to accompliſh her ſhameful Intent; 
And watching to find him alone in the Houſe, 
Again, unabaſhed, her Suit ſhe renews. 


But Honour and Conſcience ſo guarded his Heart, 
That the ſweet-honey'd Poiſon her Tongue did 
impart, 

His Ears tho” it enters, no farther it goes, 

His Mind it not hurts, tho' it breaks his Repoſe. 


Such Negle& of her Paſſion not able to bear, | 

- The Lady now maddens with Rage and Deſpair x 

At laſt ſhe reſolves on another Attack, 

And deſperately throws, as it were her laſt Stake. 
11 9 0 When 
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When next in the Houſe him alone ſhe eſpies; 
She claſps him around, and ſhe kiſſes his Eyes; 


© My Deareſt, ſhe-cries, O relieve my Diſtreſs; 
* I love you, but die if you ſcorn my Embrace.” 


This was the laſt Trial ſhe made of her Charms; 
And Joſeph entangled thus in her Arms, 

With Struggles endeavour'd himſelf to unloſe, 
She held him as faſt, and embraced him cloſe. 


Was ever beheld ſuch a Conflict as this? 
A Trial ſo ſharp betwixt Virtue and Vice? 
Whenever was Beauty receiv'd with Diſdain ? 
ov when did fair ren ſolicit in vain ? | 


At W a he haſtily flies, 

Nor back on his Miſtreſs once turned his Eyes; 
Nor miſſed his Cloak, which he left in her Hands, 
So glad he'd eſcap'd from her amorous Bands. 


An Affront ſo audacious what Lady could bear? 
Revenge is her only Relief in Deſpair. 

Her Hate grows as furious as her Love was before, 
And Ruin. enſues, to the Reach of her Pow'r. 


Aloud ſhe exclaims, with moſt pitiful Cries, 
Againſt the young Hebrew juſt fled from her Eyes; 
The Servants in Hearing all inſtantly run, 
Enquire the Meaning, and what had been done. 


With 
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Witch Tears ſtreaming down, and diſordered Dreſs, 
Her Hair all diſhevell'd, and blubber'd her Face: 
© Behold, faid the Lady, and pity my Lot, 

What a Fellow your Maſter among us has 


brought. 2 


Too fivou? d and ited indeed he has "OY 

Or me fo unhappy you never had ſeen: 

© O! had I been laid that Day in my Grave, 

c When this Hebrew a Steward Was made of a 
Shave. | 


18 Exalted ſo higk; and eqiutiinpticus grown, 

He durſt to my Face his vile Paſſion to own; 

1 Still ply'd me with Vows of his nauſeous Love, 
0 EK K. he 1 my Virtue could move. 


At length (for he often lows his Attack) 
Perceiving his Tongue no Impreſſion could . 
On my chaſte Reſolutions, determines to gain 
By Force, what by F latt ries Shan attempted- in 
vain. | 


c Fhis Inſtant the horrible Trial he made, 
And had not my Shrieks brought you all to my 


Aid, 
© His Strength had prevail'd againſt me * e; 


« My Virtue diſhonour'd, and I moſt undone. 


© Behold, as a Proof that the Truth I aver, 
© The Cloak which he left in his Fright and his 
Fear ;. Ty . « Juſt 
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© Juſt bere it ſhall lie till your Maſter comes 


, home, 
+ Who ſure will aſſign him his merited Doom.” 


When Potiphar came, the fame Tale ſhe relates, 
The Offender accuſes, and his Crime aggravates z 
Requires that Juſtice be done her with Speed, 
Her Honour repaired, and puniſh'd the Deed. 


Aſtoniſn'd the ſad diſmal Story he hears, 

Too plain is the Proof, for his Wife is in Tears; 
Convinc'd of the Truth of the Fact, as he thought, 
Poor Joſapb, the Culprit, before * is ws 


Reproaches are heap'd on his innocent Head ; ; 

In vain for himſelf he endeavours to plead ; 

His Words were all loſt, and drown'd in the Noiſe 
Of his Lady's more loud and obſtreperous Voice, 


Thus judg'd and condemn'd to the Priſon he's led, 
His Legs are faſt fetter'd, the Ground is his Bed; 
His Diet is coarſe, and that very rare, 

And Scourges his daily and ſorrowful Fare. 


But Heaven kis ſuffering Virtue regards 
And quickly repays him with ample Rewards ; 
(Releas'd from his Dungeon, exalted he ſhone, 
Array 'd in full len deri d from the Crown. 


$ONG 
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H E proud Philiftines num*rous Hoſt 

Cover the Hills and ſpread the Coaſt; 
While 1/rael's collected Bands 
Stand ready for their King's Commands. 


| Ready they ſtand, but half diſmaid, 

And Saul himſelf almoſt afraid; 

From what they ſaw. and what they heard, 
The fatal Ilfue greatly fear ld. 


A Giant of enormous Size 

Daily appear'd before their Eyes; 
Stood like a Tow'r, and in his Pride, 
Iſrad in ſcornful Terms defy'd. 


To add a Terror to his Bulk, 
Had cloath'd in Arms his monſtrous Hulk ; 
In his Right Hand a Spear he held, 
And in his Left a plated Shield. 


Aloud he thunders out his Voice, 
The Hills and Vales return the Noiſe ; 
In lofty Tone he proudly yaunts, 

And utters thus his impious Taunts : 


© Yo 
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« Ye Hebrews of a laviſh 8 

< How dare you ſhew this Day your Face 
< In Arms againſt a matchleſs Foe ? 
Back te your Bricks and Mortar go. 


« F're this right Hand provoked drives 
c Your Army Home with half their Lives. 
< Wretches | my Notice ſo beneath, 

4 You ſcarce deſerve ſo brave a Death. 


© Yourſelves you, vainly boaſting, call 

« Sworn Servants to the famous Saul; 

On him, a weakly. Reed, depend, 

< Him to the Ground my Weight ſhall bend. 


m a Philiftine, of a Breed | 
That never flinch'd from hardy Deed; 

< By Arms and Valour riſe to — f 
Hear this — Gol IAE is my Name. 


« Search your embattel'd Hoſt, and ſee 
If there is one who'll cope with me; 
* 'Tho' your Almighty ſtands his Friend, 
Him from my Sword Hx can't defend. 


If ſuch there's found, the Man produce, 
Let him his Strength and Vigour uſe; 
If in the Combat I ſhould fail, 

And his ſuperior Strength prevall,: 


R „ Rn „ 


We'll 
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© We'll own your Pow'r, and take your Yoke, 
And never more your Arms provoke z 

« But if by me he ſhould be kill'd, 

« Lourſelves to us as Slaves you yield.“ 


Saul and his Army, frighted, hear _ 7 
The bold Defiance from afar; 1 

They heard, and trembled as he ſpoke, 

Pale and aghaſt was ev Ty Look. 


David, juſt then arrived there 
From tending of his fleecy Care; 
Sent by his Father from the Herd, 
To ſee how his arm d Brethren far d. 


He ſaw the baughty Giant ſtand, 
Defying with his Words and Hand 
Saul and his Hoſt, and ev'ry Man, 
And proudly vaunting in the Van. 


| He ſaw the People ſhrink for Fear 
And none of all the Chiefs that dare 
Engage in the unequal. Fight, 
All flying at the horrid Sight, 


David with Anger fiercely burns 
To hear the Giant's taunting Scorns, _ . 
And that no //raelite was found x 


To fetch the Monſter to the Ground, 
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© What! ſaid the Youth, what means this Dread 
That ſeems throughout the Army ſpread?ꝰ 


6 Is all our boaſted Courage gone? 
Not one brave Spirit left ? not one? 


© None in his Country's Glory warm, 
< That durſt on this Occaſion arm? 
Will none engage this huge Bravo? 


And muſt his Pride unhumbled go? 


For who is he, with impious Breath, 
Without incurring inſtant Death, 
< Dare to diſgrace our 7/rae!*s Name, 


© Or I[frae!'s mighty Gop blaſpheme? 


His Brother heard when Dav1p ſpoke, 
And much his gen'rous Words provoke 
His Anger, and enrage his Spleen, 

And thus replies with haughty Mien: 


© Raſh Boy, forbear, and Home return, 
£ Theſe Things are of too high Concern 
For thy weak Brain; go, tend thy Sheep, 
Or ſay, with whom they're left to keep ? 


| © ] know thy Pride and vain Canceit, 


© Thy Heart with Vanity elate; 
« Ambitious here to gain a Plume, 


Or ſee the Battle thou art come.” 


Davin 


El 
Davip, in Anſwer, quick reply'd; 
« Me you unjuftly tax with Pride. 


When Ifrael's curs'd, and God blaſphem' d, 


« Is this a Time to be aſham'd? 


© Ts this a Time to ſculk and link, 


Or from our King and Country ſhrink? 


© No! I will ftrive with all my Might 
To rouſe each gen'rous 1/razlite. 


Do not we fight in Heaven's Cauſe ? 
© To vindicate our holy Laws? 

© Who is the Man, without Concern, 
Can hear Theſe — thus with Scorn? 


He added not, but 1 aſide, 
Nor more would hear his Brother chide ; | 
His Sentiments again declares 
To others more attentive Ears. 


His glowing Ardor All applaud, 
His Patriot Zeal, his Zeal for Gd, 


Tell him the great Rewards proclaim d, 


And thoſe Rewards peculiar nam'd, 


For him who boldly will engage, 


And quell the haughty Giant's Rage; 


For ſuch, the King had giv'n his on 
Shall wed his Daughter, be preferr' d. 


1 
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Davrn's Diſcourſe. to SAUL is ſent, 
Who ſummons Day1p to his Tent; 


Demands, if the Report were true, 
Of what he'd faid, and what he'd do? 


DA vip, all bluſhing like the Morn, 
Which the Sun's fulgent Rays adorn, 
When firſt he riſes in the Eaſt, 
Thus to the King himſelf addreſs'd: 


Moſt gracious Sov'reign, mighty Prince, 
BgBehold me ready to convince 
LVour People of their groundleſs Fear 
Of that Tongue-doubty Giant there. 


© I for my King and Country's Sake 

© This glorious Cauſe will undertake 

4 'Th' Event Thall crown me with Succeſs, 
My Faith aſſures me nothing lefs.' 


Sau hears him with a pleas' d Surprize, 
Scarce credits his ſurveying Eyes; | 
Then anſwers with a gracious Smile, 

6 I fear, brave Youth, you'll meet a Foil, 


© Yonder behold that monſtrous Man 
s His Sight makes ev'ry Soldier wan; 
s Train'd up in Arms, inur'd to War; 


Of Strength prodigious, void of Fear. 
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< Thou art a Youth of tender Age; 
< Unſkill'd, nor yet has ſeen the Rage 
«© Of bloody Conflicts in the Field, 
„When neither Side ſubmits to yield, 


Daviy, with Fervour in his Eyes, 
And modeſt Boldneſs thus replies : | 
„Great King, I grant all this; yet hear 
What more I offer to your Ear. | 


„My humble Bus'neſs is to keep 
From Beaſts of Prey my Father's Sheep; 
© I, always faithful to my Truſt, 

0 Willing, not one have ever loſt. 


< A roving. Lion once there came, 
And, keen with hunger, ſeiz d a Lamby 
< Fearleſs I took him by the Beard, 

And from his Jaws his Prey I clear d. 


c Inſtant he rais'd a dreadful Roar, 

< Furious; with Rage would me devour; 
© But with my Crook I laid him down, 

* Sprawling and. breathleſs on the Ground; 


< A ſhaggy Bear attempts my Fold, 
In Blood and Death he ſoon is roll'd; 
The Bear and Lion both I flew, | 


< And thus-I'll ferve-thisMonſteri u Wm --:/7 
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© The ſame Almighty Pow'r that gave 
Strength. to my Arm, and made me brave: 3 
Who, thus attack'd, my Life aſſur'd, 
And from their Fury me ſecur'd, 


Will give me Spirit, Courage, Might, 

© That monſtrous Giant, there, to ſmite ; | 
© Tho' cloath'd with Braſs, and ribb'd with Steel, 
« He ſhall my ſpeedy Vengeance feel. ks 


Soon he ſhall know the dreadful Odds 
=” Betwixt JEHovAan and. his Gods: 
That him their Power can't defend, 
« That Ours his Own will ſtill befriend.  * 


Saur and his Captains much admir'd 
The daring Youth: with Glory fir'd ; 
His gen'rous, patriot Zeal applaud, 
But, . all, his Faith in God. 


The King no more could heficats i: * 
To truſt him with his Kingdom's . 


Arms him complete with Coat of Mail, 
To fence againſt his Foe's Aſſail. 


But DAvip, to ſuch Arms unus dl, 


As too unwieldy, them refus d; 
' Laid them aſide,” and others choſe 
Fitter to deal his fatal Blows. 


FN. 


A ſturdy 
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A ſturdy Plant of Oak he takes, 
Which in his youthful Hand he ſhakes ; 
Five choſen Stones, of Weight and Size, 
Does in his Sling with Judgment poize. 


GoLian ſoon eſpies the Youth, 

His ruddy Face, and minor Growth; 
No bigger, to the Giant's Loox, 
Than a huge Oak to Shepherd's Crook. 


He views his Arms and Equipage, 
Then furious falls into a Rage: : 
What have theſe Scoundrels ſent, a7 be? 2 
Ch truant Boy to fight with me? N 


am I a Dog, that with a Staff, 

I] muſt be beat? to make them laugh? 
* Am I become their Sport and Jeſt?” „ 
Or will they tame me like a Beaſt? © l 


The Curſe of Dagon, Abtaroth," a 
« Of you my Gods, and all your Wrathy "35 oP 
And all the Plagues you can procure, 

s Down on 4heſe hated Miſcreants pour. 


Soon to their fal Coſt they'll know, 71 © 
© Goliah is no childiſh Foe; © - 
But let them laugh; anon they II and , — _—_— 
* Reaſon enough to — their Mind. 3 
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* But as for thee, young Urchin, come; 
Soon I'll decide thy wretched Doom; 
Thy Fleſh to Mammocks I will lice, 
And make thee Birds-meat in a trice.“ 


Davin, undaunted, thus replies: 
Giant, thou. can'ſt not me ſurprize. 
I know thy Truſt is in thy Might, 
* With Strength alone prepar'd for Fight. 


© Thou: impious, blaſpheming Wretch, 
Who think'ſt thyſelf for God a Match; 
And with thy Words already haſt 

His People and his Name diſgrac'd; 


Know! from that Gon I hither came 
To blaſt thy Glory, wreck thy Fame; 

© That Head prophane, tho' cop'd with Braſs, 
« Lopt by my Hand, ſhall bite the Graſs, 


© That Army too, of which you boaſt 
« Yourſelf the Champion, ſhall be loſt ; 

Their Carcaſſes the Ground ſhall ſpread, 
And Wolves and Vultures on them feed, 


© This will the Gop of J/rael do, 
The Gop blaſphem'd by them and You; 
< And thus ſhall all Mankind revere 3255 
£ JEHOVAEH, whom we ſerve and fear.“ 


He 
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He faid, and of the Stones he took 
One he had gather'd from the Brook, 


And plac'd it on his truſty Sling, | 
Round with his Arm he gave a Swing; 3 


| & well directed it was ſent, 

With ſuch a Whirl and Force it went, 
It . penetrates the Giant's Scull, 
And made a deep and ghaſtly Hole. 


Down dropt the Champion on the Ground, 
And loud his clatt'ring Arms reſound; 


Fell'd by the Force of David's Hand, 


And ſpread at leaſt a Rood of Land. 


With Haſte the active Hero took 

The Giant's Sword, and gave a Stroke 
Acroſs his Neck, and lops his Head, 
And leaves the Body quiv*ring, dead. 


The Philif#ines amaz'd beheld | 
Down to the Ground their Champion fell'd 3 
Like a tall Elm, by Woodman hewn, . 
OP ſee their Bulwark tumble down. - 


Diſmay, Confuſion, and Affright 
Seize on their Army at the Sight; 
Their Arms let fall, and wild Uproar 
Their wedged Ranks to Pieces tore. 


14 Iſrael 
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Tſrael their Extaſy proclaim, 

And ſhout aloud IEHOVARH's Name; 
Da vip, their youthful Hero, praiſe, 
And ſpeak their Joys a thouſand Ways. 


Eager and ſwift purſue their Foes, 
Who all their Strength and Courage loſe ; 
The Sword tempeſtuous round them ſtorms, 


And Death appears in all its Forms, 


Horror, and Rout, and Fear, and Dread, 
Thro' all Philiſtia's Realm are ſpread ; 

Nor ſtops the Sword, *till, glut with Gore, 
The wearied Arm can kill no more. 


„ ith Shouts and Triumphs then they bring 
Young David to their joyful King; | 
He, as a Trophy of his Deed, 

Preſents him with GoLIAH's Head. 


The raptur'd King the Youth embrac'd, 

The Deed admir'd, his Courage prais'd ; 
Loads him with Gifts and Honours great 
For this ſo glorious a Defeat. 
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The following O DE was compos' d long ſince, on 

| the Occaſion mention d in the Title to it; ſome 
Copies of which were given among Friends, 
who expreſs'd ſo favourable an Opinion of it, 
as to adviſe me io preſent it to the Illufirious 
Perſonages whoſe diſtinguiſh'd Virtues it cele- 
brates; but as my Intereſt at Court was not 
flrong enough to procure me that Honour, it 
has lain dormant by me ever ſince. The Sub- 
Jer? of it may poſſibly be thought foreign to the 
| Deſign of this Work; yet I can't be entirely 
that Opinion; for, tho the Purport of it 
is not to inſtruft Children in the Duties of 
Religion or Morality by the Help of 4 humo- 
rous Song, yet as it deſcribes a more elevated 
Courſe of Education in high Life, and in what 
Manner the Seeds of Virtue are at firſt plants 
d in the Minds of princely Infants, I could 
not conceive that the Inſertion of it here would 
be any Deviation from, but rather an Illuſtra- 
tion of my main Plan, and would enlarge the 
| View of the glorious Advantages reſulting from 
the Principles of Virtue inſtilld into the Mind 
in Infancy. *Tis true, the Examples here ex- 
hibited, are of Princes, and therefore not imit- 
able by the lower Claſs of Mankind; but Vir- 
tue is always the ſame, and will be produdtiue 
of the maſt excellent Effect: agreeable to the 
Station wherein a Man is placed. In Princes 
it 
4 
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it will exert itſelf in Actions for the publick 
' Good in general; in private Life it will ap- 
pear in Acts of Beneficence for the Good of that 
particular Society whereof he is a Member, or 
be expreſi d in Kindneſs and Benevolence to his 
Family, bis Friends and Acquaintance, For 
theſe Reaſons I have given this Ode a Place 
here, to ſhew at once the Excellence of à wir- 
tuous Education, and at the ſame Time be an 
irrefragable Proof of the Truth and Importance 
of the Leſſons before taught and inculcated, 


An EPITHALAMIUM on the Nuptials 
of his Serene Highneſs, WILLIAM, 
Prince of ORANGE, with her Royal 
Highneſs, ANNE, 3 Royal of 
 Great-Britain, 


E Pow'rs who gave a Milton Voice, 
To ſing the Loves of Paradiſe, 
Aſſiſt my Muſe ; an equal Choice 

Tempts her to ſtretch her Wing and riſe. 


Hymen, thy Nuptial Rites prepare, 

And light thy Torch with Heav'nly Rays; 
Nothing impure or ſordid here 

Preſume to violate the Place. 


Ye 
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Ye charming GR Acts: too, advance, ' 

All brilliant, ſprightly,. free, and gay a Ws 

The lovelieſt Princeſs now demandes 
Your Preſence on this folema Day. _ 


Ye Mvuszs, ye harmonious Nine, 

Who Love and Poetry inſpire, 
Your ſoft, melodious Voices join, | 

And tune them to the vocal Lyre. 


To Strains of bold and lofty Song | 
(The Theme deſerves divineſt Lays ; ) 
Let all your Inſtruments be ſtrung, 
And wide reſound a NAss a v's Praiſe. 


Nassau ! 'tis He your Song demands; 
Paſt Ages own the glorious Name; 

On laſting Monuments it ſtands, 

And will, while Virtue merits Fame. 


Rejoice, ye Sons of Liberty; 
 - The ® Root another Sprout has hot; 3 
Soon will it ſpread into a Tree, 
And ſafe defend your happy Lot. 


Succeſhve Ages have beheld 
Succeſſive Heroes in his Line; 
And Ages yet in Time conceal'd, 
Shall ſee freſh Laurels round it twine. 


* Alluding to the Prince's Motto, Tandem fit Surculus 
Ar bor. 
| Nature, 


Nature, reſolv'd to be complete, 
And give the World a finiſh'd Name, 


What e er was Worthy, Good, and Great, 
All temper'd in the Prince's Frame. 


Heroic Ardours fire his Breaſt 
To ſtand diſtinguiſh'd on Record, 
For Tyrants by his Hand ſuppreſs'd, 
And baniſh'd Liberties reſtor'd. 


When in the Spring the Riſing Sun 
Shoots thro' the World his genial Ray, 


Our Hearts rejoice the Day's begun, 
And all the Face of Nature's gay. 


With equal Pleaſure we deſcry 
Naſſovian Splendors dawning forth; 

O!] may they riſe Meridian high, 
Till ey Thus proclaim his Worth. 


The Great Na ssau, auſpicious Name 1 
Honours, well-merited, aſſumes; 

To us a Saviour WILLIAM came, 
To bleſs, a Second WII IIA comes. 


How long, — 8 Sons, will you 
Yourſelves with empty Bubbles cheat? 

What more can gracious Heaven do, 
Than lay its Bounties at your Feet? 
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Ceaſe then your Factions; hate no more; 

For ever bid your Griefs be dumb; 

Say, What can free-born Souls deplote 
Where * and ORANGE come ? - 


To Thee, fair Princeſs, heav 'nly Maid, 
He offers free, unblemiſh'd Love; 1 

Accept the ſolemn Incenſe paid, 
And all his pious Vows approve. 


*Tis done ! her princely Heart ſhe yields; 

A Conqueſt worth an Empire's Crown! 
Or Triumphs gain'd in bloody Fields! 
Or all Ambition calls Renown! n 


Her Virtues, eminently bright, * © 
To ſweet Perfection early grew;  _. 
Goodneſs and Majeſty unite | 
And All her Father greatly ſhew. 


Behold the 4miable Dame! 
| What radiant Glories round her ſhine [ 
Such Virgin EvE to Adam came; 


And ſuch to GEeoRGE was CAROLIN E. 


Form'd by her Royal Mother's Care, Eh 
Her Charms inceſſantly improv'd, 
In blooming Luſtre now appear, 


By all admir'd, rever'd, and lov'd. 


Imperial 
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Imperial Graces take their Place, 
And ftrike with reverential Awe; 
Her Mind and Form contend to raife 

A Cons0RT worthy a Nassau. 


O happy Youth! IIluſtrious Prince! 1 
What envy'd Bliſs thy Welcome greets ? 
Thy juſt Pretenſions GEORGE befriends; 

And Anna's Love thy Paſſion meets. 


O Thou eternally Supreme ! | 
Send a choice Band of Angels down, 

To guard their Loves to Life's Extreme, 
And all their virtuous Wiſhes crown. : . | 


Give them a Length of joyful Days; 
Peace ever ſmiling crown their Board; 

May Morn and Ev ning ſpeak thy Praiſe, 
And Scenes of various Bliſs afford. 


May they behold (Heart-pleaſing Sight!) 
Their princely Offspring nobly climb 

By Virtue's Steps to Honour's Height, 
The foremoſt in the Liſts of Time. 


Diſcord, with wild diſtorted Eyes, 8 
And Miſchief-brooding Envy. driye 4 yt 


Down to thoſe Realms where endleſs Sight 
And diſappointed Malice live. 8 
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But here let Streams of Pleaſure glide, 
Deep, ſtrong, and clear, and ſmoothly on, 
No ruffling Storms to foul the Tide, 
Till the laſt Ebb of Life be run. 


Then gently looſen'd from their Clay, 
Their Souls to boundleſs Bliſs ſhall ſpring, 
There pure, refin'd Devotions pay, 
And endleſs 1s Peans ſing, 
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